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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE numerous applications that have 
been made, to the Bookſellers through- 

out this kingdom, for the works of PeTER 
PIN DAR, Eſq. and the great price the quarto 
edition bears in London, were the motives _ 

for printing them in this form. Every care 

has been taken to execute it correctly from 
the laſt London edition, to which a few notes 
are added to make ſome of the political 
alluſions more intelligible to the generality 
of readers. This was thought juſtifiable, 


and an improvement that would add value to 
the publication. 


Nothing remains for us to obſerve, but 
that this is the moſt perfect edition of his 
works extant, for this plain reaſon, that 
it is the laſt, and conſequently comprehends 


more than any other publiſhed before this 
date. | 


College Green, Dublin, 
March, 1792. 
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POETICAL, SUPPLICATING, MODEST, AND AFFECTING 


E P11 S T 1 
TO THOSE 
LITERARY coLossVSSES 

THE 


REVIEWERS. 


» 


» — 
CARMINE, DI SUPERI PLACANTUR, CARMINE, MAN ESG. 


\ATHERS of wiſdom, a poor wight befriend ! 
Oh hear my ſimple prayer in fimple lays; 


In forma pauperis behold J bend, 


And of your worſhips aſk a little praiſe, 


I am no cormorant of fame, d'ye ſee ; 
I aſk not all the laurel, but a ſprig ! 


Then hear me, guardians of the ſacred tree, 


And ſtick a leaf or two about my wig. 


In ſonnet, ode, and legendary tale, h 
Soon will the Prefs my tuneful works diſplay ; 

Then do not damn them, and prevent the ſale ; 
And your petitioner ſhall ever pray. 


My labours damn'd, the muſe with grief will groan— 


The cenſure dire my lanthern jaws will rue! 
Know I have teeth and ſtomach like your own, 
And that I wiſh to eat — as you. 


- 


I never 


5 2 1 


I never ſaid, like murderers in their dens 
*You ſecret met in clotd-capp'd ar. | 
With hatchets, ſcalping knives, in ſhape of pens, 
To make, like Mohawks, hapleſs authors die : 


Nor ſaid (in your xEvIEws, together ſtrung) 
The limbs of authors, butcher'd, cheek by jowl, 


. Look'd like the legs of flies on cobwebs hung 


Before the hungry ſpider's dreary hole. 


I ne*er declared, that, frightful as the blacks, 
In greaſy flannel caps you met together, 

With ſcarce a rag of ſhirt about your backs, 
Or coat or breeches to keep out the weather. 


Heav'n knows I'm innocent of all tranſgreſſion 
Againſt your honours, men of claflic fame ! 

I ne'er abus'd your critical profeſſion, 
Whoſe dium ſaves at once, or damns a name. 


I never queſtion'd your profound of head, 


Nor vulgar, call'd your wit, your manners coarſe 


Nor fwore on butcher'd authors that you fed 
Like carrion-crows upon a poor dead horſe. 


I never hinted, that with half-a-crown + x 
Books have been Tent you by the ſcribbling tribe; 
Which fee hath purchas'd pages of renown : 
No, for I knew you ſpurn'd the little bribe. 


I ne'er aver'd, you critics to a man, 

For pence, ſwear an ow] exce}'d the lark: 

Nor call'd a partial gang your grave Divan, 
That ſtabbid, like baſe allaſſihs, in the dark. 


I never prais'd, or blam'd, an author's book, 
Until your ſage opinions flew abroad; 

On theſe with pious rev*rence did I look; 
With you I prais'd or blam'd, ſo help me God! 


The fam'd Longinus all the world muſt know, 
The gape of wonder Ariſtarchus drew, 

As well as Alexander's tutor, lo! _ 

All, all great critics, gentlemen, like yon. 


Did 


Z ²˙ A I * 


n 
Did any aſk me, “ Pray, Sir, your opinion, 
« Of thoſe reviewers, who ſo bold beſtride 


«© The world of learning, and with proud dominion, © 
„Sad dogs, the galled backs of author's ride? 


Quick have I anſwered in a rage, Odsblood ! 
No works like theirs ſuch criticiſm convey ; 

«© Not all the timber of Donona's wood _= 
- & F'er pour'd more ſterling oracle than they.” 


Did others cry, . Whate'er their brains indite, 

© « Be ſure is excellent —a partial crew ! 

% With 70 Pceans uſher'd to the light, 
„And prais'd to folly in the next review; 


This was my anfwer to each ſnarling elf ; 
(My you fll'd with fire my mouth with foam), 

« Zounds! is not juſtice due to one's dear ſelf? - 

And ſhould not charity begin at home? 


Full often I've been queſtioned with a ſneer— 
Think you one could not bribe em with 4 24 
“% A beef-ſteak, with a pot or two of beer, 
„ Might fave a little volume from damnation.” 


Furious I've anſwered, „ Lo! my Lord Carlifle | F 
: *. Hath begg'd, in vain, a ſeat in fame's old temple ; 


* 


„% Tho? you applaud, their wifdom will not ſmile; 
% And what they diſapprove is vaſtly ſimple. 


Could gold ſucceed, enough the peer might raiſe, an 


« Whoſe wealth would buy the critics oer and o'er ; 


« *Tis merit only can command their praiſe, 
% Witneſs the volumes of Miſs Hannah More “. 


«« The Search of Happineſs, that beauteous ſong, f 
«© Which all of us give our ears to own mm 

„% The Captive, Percy, that like muſtard ſtrong, 
Make our eyes weep, and ann groan.“ 


* A a es at Briſtol, celebrated as the tenth muſe, 
authoreſs of the above two tragedies and poem. 


1 Hail, 


[ 43 
Hail, Briſtol] town! Bceotia now no more, 
Since Garrick's Sappho fings, tho? rather ſlowly : 
All hail Miſs Hannah! worth at leaſt a ſcore, 
Ay, twenty ſcore, of Chatterton and Rowley. 


Men of prodigious parts are moſtly ſhy ; 
Great Newton's felf this failing did inherit ; 
Thus, ever, you avoid the public eye, 
And ſecret in your holes a world of merit. 


Yet oft your cautious modeffies I ſee, 

When from your bow'r with bats you wing the dark 4 
On Sundays, when no catchpoles prow forpre y, 

On Ether dining in St. James's Park. 


Mild Sirs, in frays you chuſe not to appear, 
A circumſtance moſt natural to ſuppoſe, 

And therefore, hide your precious heads, for fear 
Some-angry bard, .abus'd, :ſhould pull your noſe, 


The world's loud plaudits, 1o-! you don't deſire, 
Nor do you haſtily on looks decide; 

But firſt at every coffee-houſe enquire, 

How, in its favour, runs the public tide. 


There, wiſdom, often in a critic's wig, 

The face demure, knit brows, and forehead ſcowling, 

I've ſeen o'er pamphlets, with importance big, | 
Mouſing for faults, or, if you'll þ have it, owling *. 


Herculean Gentlemen! I dread your drubs ; 
Pity the lifted whites of both my eyes ! 

Strung with new ſtrength beneath your maſly clubs, 
Alas! I ſhall not an Autæus riſe, 


Lo! like an elephant along the ground, 
Great Caliban, the giant Johnſon ſtretch'd ! 

The Britiſh Roſcius too your clubs confound, 
Whoſe, fame the fartheſt of the world hath reach'd. 


If ſuch ſo eafy fink beneath your might, 
Ye Gods! I may be done for in a trice ; 


* Alluding to the ſagacious bird of darkneſs ſeeking its prey. 
: Hurl'd 


ES} 
Hurl'd by your rage to everlaſting night— 
Crack'd with that caſe a taylor cracks his E 


If, awful Sirs, you grant me my petition ; 88. 
With other pamphlets ſhall my pamphlet ſhine : 

And ſhould it chance to paſs a firſt edition 
In capitals ſhall ſtore your praiſe divine. * 


Quote from my work as much as e er you pleaſe 
For extracts, lo! I'll put no angry face on; 


Nor fill a hung! er's fiſt with fees '$ 
To trounce e. ler, like furious Maſon *. 


Sage Sirs, if favour i in your ſight I find, 4 bank 

If fame you grant, I'll bleſs each gen'rous giver ; 

Wiſh you ſo fo und coats, — ſtomachs, maſters kind 7. 
Gallons of un a pre of bullock's liver. 


* M=, Precentor of York, took ſtrange legal alvantage of 
Mr. Murray, a bookſeller. 
+ Bookſellers. 


ADDREss fo the REVIEWERS, in Behalf of 
4 Poetical Friend, written m 19778: the 
Gentleman having conſiderably fu yore by 
their Kanne. 


7 8 hard, Meſſieurs Reviewers, pon my ſoul, 
You thus ſhould lord it o'er the world of wit; 
No higher court your ſentence to controul, 
You hang, or you reprieve, as you think fit! 


Whether in calf, your labours of the year 
Thank with immortal bards or boxes line, 
Or torn, for ſecret ſervices, Oh! dear 


Are 2 d vp at Cloacina's ſhrine ; 
B 3 Whether 


=D: 
Whether you look all roſy round the gills, 
Or, hatchet-fac'd, like ſtarving cats ſo lean ; 
Whether your criticiſm each pocket fills * 
With half-pence, keeping you cloſe ſnav'd and clean: 


Whether in gorgeous raiment you appear 
Or tatters ready from your backs to fall 5 
Whether in pompous wigs to guard each ear, 
Or whether you've no wig or ears at all: 


Whether you look like gentlemen or thieves, 
J hate uſurpers of the critic throne: 

Therefore his compliments the poet gives, 
And humbly hopes you'll let his lines alone: 


Stay till he aſks your thoughts, ye forward ſages; 
Oeciouſneſs the modeſt bard abjures: . 
Tis ſurely pert to meddle with his pages, 
Who never deign'd to look in one of yours. 


* 


The PARSON, the SQUIRE, aud the Spax IBL, 


A TALE. 


2 poſſeſs'd a fav*rite ſpaniel, 
That never treated man nor maid ill: 
This dog, of which we cannot too much ſay, 
Got from his godfather the name of TRA. 


Aſter ten years of fervice juſt, in? 
Tray, like the race of mortals, ſought the duſt - 
That is to ſay, the Spaniel died: 
A coffin then was order'd to be made, 
The dog was in the church- yard laid, 
While o' er his pale remains the maſter ery' d: ; 
| 4 Lamenting 
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Lamenting much his truſty fur-clad friend, 
And willing to commemorate his end, | 
He rais'd a ſmall blue ſtone, juſt after bk, 
And, weeping, wrote on it this fweet memorial: 


TRAY's 1274 


HERE reſts the relicts of a friend below, 
Bleſt with more ſenſe than half the folks I know 3: 
Fond of his eafe, and to no parties prone, 
He damn'd no ſect, but calmly knaw'd his bone; 
Perform*d his functions well in eviry way 

Bluſh, Chriſtians, if you can, and copy Trxar.. 


— — 


THE curate of the Huatintonian band, 
Rare breed of Goſpel-hawks that feour the land, 


And fierce on ſans their querry fall, 
Thoſe locuſts, that would eat up all. 


Men who, with new-invented patent eyes, 


See Heav'n and all the angels in the ſkies; 
As plain as in the box of Showman Swiſs, 
For little maſter made, or curious mij, 

We ſee with huge delight the king of France 
With all his lords and ladies dance. 


This curate heard th'affair with deep emotion, 
And thus exclaim'd, with infinite devotion : 

« O. Lord! O Lord! O Lord! © Cord! O Cord! 
6 Fine doings, theſe, upon my word! — 

This, truly, is a very pretty thing 

« What will become of this moſt king world 2 
How richly ſuch a rogue deſerves to ſwing, 
And then to Satan's hotteſt flames be hurl'd ! 


„Oh! by this damn'd deed how E am hurried, 
« A dog in Chriſtian. ground, indeed, be buried ! ! 
„And have an epitaph torſooth, ſo civil; 
1 6 Egad 


1 6 1 
& Egad! old maids will preſently be found 


% Clapping their dead ram: cats in holy ground, 
— And e verſes on each e devil. 


Againſt ſuch future caſualty providing, 

The prieſt ſet off, like Homer's Neptune ſtriding, 
Vowing to put the culprit in the court : 

He found him at the ſpaniel's humble grave; 

Not praying, neither ſinging of a ſtave; 

And then began 1 him, not * 


Fu 
cc fon of the devil, what haſt thou done 7 
«© Nought for the action can atone— | 
“ ſhould not wonder if the Great All- wiſe 
vick darted down his light' ning all ſo red, 
6 1 daſh'd to earth that wretched head 
c Which dar'd ſo foul, ſo baſe an act deviſe. 


« Bury a dog like Chriſtian folk ! e 

None but the fiend of darkneſs could provoke 
« A man Hike ſoon a deed ſo odd. 4 5 
«© ur 7 tion ſoon the tale ſhall hear, 

4% And quickly your fine fleece ſhall ſhear ; 
Why ſuch a villain can't believe in God.” 


6 Softly, my reverend Sir,” the ſquire replied, - 
% Tray was as good a dog as ever died— | 
« No education could his morals mend 

« And, what, perhaps,” Sir, you may doubt, | 

« Before his lamp of life went out, 

« He order*d you a legacy, my friend.“ 


“ Did he poor dog, the ſoften'd ous rejoin'd,, 
In accents pitiful and mild j— 
„What! was it Tray? I'm ſorry for poor Tray. 
« Why truly dogs of ſuch rare merit, 
« Such real nobleneſs of ſpirit, 
« Should not like common dogs be put away. | 


„ Well, pray what v was it that he gave, 

„Poor fellow, e'er he ſought the grave? 

I gueſs I may put confidence, Sir, in ye.“ 

« A PIECE. OF GOLD,” the gentleman replied.— 
« I'm much oblig'd to TRA, the parſon cried ; 


| 8d left. God's cauſe, and pocketed the GUINEA, 


YET, 


2 


rr 
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YET, ſhov'd I imitate the fickle wind, 

Or like Mr, PaTz1oT Eden—change my mind; 

And for the bard your Majeſty ſhould fend, 

And fay, Well, well, well, well, my tuneful friend, 
„ long, I long, to give you ſomething, PETER— 
% You make fine verſes, - nothing can be ſweeter— 

„% What will you have? what? ſpeak out, ſpeak out 3 


Ves, yes, you ſomething want, no doubt, no doubt,”? 


Or ſhould you, like ſome men who gravely preach, 
Forſake your uſeful ſhort-hand mode of ſpeech, 
And thus begin—in bible phrafe ſublime; 

« What ſhall be done for our rare ſon of rhime # 

«© The BARD who, full of wiſdom, writeth, 

«© The man in whom the KING delighteth,”* 


Then would the poet thankfully rpg, 5 i 
With fault'ring voice, low bow, and mawling eye, 
All meekneſs; ſuch a ſimple, dove-Rke thing! _ 
% Bleſt be the bard who verſes can indite, 181 
4 To yield a /econd Solomon delight ! 


Thrice bleſt «cho findeth faveur with the KING1 


& Since *tis the royal will to give the bard | 

« In whom the K1NG delighteth ſome reward, 

« Some mark of royal bounty to requite him: 
« O KING, & any thing but KNIGHT HIM .“ 


Peter layeth out thus ironically for a penßon. 


PETER's 


—— — 


PETERS PENSION, 


14 A SOLEMN EPISTLE ro A VERY SUBLIME PERSO NACE. 


| g 8 : 


MY HEART IS INDITING A GOOD MATTER] SPPAK OF THE 
THINGS WHICH I1 HAVE MADE UN TO THE KING. FS. XL. 


— 


READ Sir, the ram's horns that blew down | 
The walls of Jericho's old town, | 
Made a moſt monſtrous uproar, all agree 
But lo! a louder noiſe around us rages, 
About two moſt important perſonages ; 
No leſs, my royal liege, than yow and me? 


In ſhort, not greater the Philiſtines made, 
When Delilah, a little artful jade, | 
(Indeed a very pretty girl) beth 
Snipp'd off her lover, Mr. Samſon's, curl, 
Who well repaid the clamour of the bears, 
By pulling down the houſe about their ears. 


Prodigious is the ſhake around, af 22247 "3 
Still London keeps (thank God) her ground ; 
Yet, how th' exchange and coffee-houtes ring! 
Nothing is heard but Peter and the K 
The handſome bar-maids ſtare as mute as fiſhes ; 
And fallow waiters, fright'ned, drop their diſhes. 


x 


At firſt, twas thought the triumph of the Jews 
On ſome great vict'ry in the boxing way; 
The news, the very Antichriſtian news, 
Of Iſrael's hero“ having won the day, 
And Humphries, a good Chriſtian boxer beat : 
Enough to give all Chriftendom a ſweat. 


Daniel Mendoza. 


Again, 


18 
Again, *twas thought great news of the Grand Turk, 
Who on his hands hath got ſome ſerious work; | 
'T was fancied he had loſt the day; 
That ev'ry Muffulman was killed in battle; 
A fate moſt proper for ſuch heathen cattle, 
Who do not pray to God our way, *' © 


But lo! _ unto the lofty ſkies, : '- - © © # 
Of ſound this wonderful aſcenſion, 1 2 

Doth verily, my liege, from this ariſe, 
That you have giv'n the gentle bard a penfion ! 


Great is the ſhout; indeed, Sir, all abroad, 
That you have order'd me this handſome thing ; 
On which, with lifted eye, I've ſaid, Good God! 
Though great my merits, yet how 'great's the K..“ 


And yet, believe me, Sir, I lately heard. 
That all your doors were doubly lock'd and barr'd, 
A the poet for his tuneful _ | 

And that the tall, ſtiff, ſtately, red machines, 
Your grenadiers,—the guards of kings and queens, 
Were ordered all to ſtab me to the heart: 


That if to houſe of Buckingham I came, 
Commands were given to Mrs. Brigg, 

A comely, ſtout, two-handed dame, 

Io box my ears, and pull my wig; _ 

The cooks to ſpit me,—curry me the grooms, 

And kitchen queans to baſte me with their brooms. 


You're told that in my ways I'm very evil, 
So ugly ! fit only to travel for a ſhow, 
And that I look ſo grimly where I go, 

Juſt like a devil ! | . 

With horns, and tail, and hoofs that make folks ſtart, 

And in my breaſt a millſtone for a heart. | 


4 


9 


This cometh from a certain painter, Sire; 
Bid ſtory-mouſing Nicholas enquire: g 
Your page, your Mercury, with cunning eyes ; 
Who, jumping at each found, ſo eager opes, 
His pretty wither'd pair of Chineſe chops, 
Like a Dutch dog that catches butterflies, * 
, 


| . 
He, Sire, will look me o'er, and will not fail, 
To ſwear that I've no horns, nor hoofs, nor tail. 


Lord! Lord! theſe ſayings grieve me and ſurpriſe? 
Dread Sir, don't ſee with «hay people's 


No devil am I with horns, and tail, and hoofs— 
As for the likeneſs of my heart of ſtone 
That, Sir, is full as tender as your o w- 


Accept, my liege, ſome {imple love · fick bens. 


A POE M 
5 N UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY» 


SAY, lov lovely maid with downcaſt ey eye, 
And ch with filent forrow-pale ; 
What gives thy heart the lengthen'd ſigh; 

That heaving tells a mournful tale #h 


Thoſe tears which thus each other trace, 
Beſpeak a breaſt o erwhelm'd with woe; 
ghs a ſtorm that wrecks thy peace, 


Th 
Which ſouls like thine ſhould never know. 


Oh! tell me, does ſome fav'rite YouTH, 

I ̃0oo often bleſt, thy beauties flight ? 
And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 

7 That lip and boſom of delight. . | . a g 19 


What, though to ether nymphs he flies, 
And _ the fond impaſſion'd tear; 


Breathes all the hare phos of * 
That, treach*rous, won thy artleſs ear. 


Let not thoſe nymphs thy anguiſh move, 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine 
That heart ſhall neꝰ er be bleſt by by Love, 
| Whoſe guilt can force a Feat from thine. 


Fox 


to 01 


For: CYNTHIA. 


AH! tell me no more, my dear girl, with a ſigh, 
- That a coldneſs will creep o*%er my heart; 

That a ſullen indiff rence will dwell on my eye, 
When thy beauty begins to depart. 


Shall thy graces, O Cynthia, that gladden my day, 
And brighten the gloom of the night, 

Till life be extingniih'd, from memory ſtray, 
Which it ought to review with delight ? 


Upbraiding, ſhall gratitude ſay with a tear, 
„That no longer I think of thoſe charms 

« Which gave to my boſom ſuch rapture ſincere, 
& And faded at length in my arms.“ 


Why, yes! it may happen, thou dame! divine, 

To be honeſt, I freely declare, n 

That e'en now to thy converſe I ſo much incline, 
I've already forgot thou art fair. 


To . AUX 4 


How happy was my moan of loge, 
When firſt thy beauty won my heart ! 
How guiltleſs of a wiſh to rove ! 
I deem'd it more than death to part ! 


Whene'er from thee I chanc'd to ſtray, 
How fancy dwelt upon thy mien, 

That ſpread with flow'rs my diſtant way, 
And ſhew'd delight on ev'ry ſcene ! 


For fortune, envious of my joys, 
Hath robb'da lover of thy charms— 
From me thy ſweeteſt ſmile decoys, 
And gives thee to another's arms. 


C Yet, 


5% a ——— — nn 1 


LIE! 


Vet, though my tears are doom'd to flow, 
May tears be never Laura's lot! 

Let love protect thy heart from woe; 
His wound to mine ffiall be forgot. 


HYMN ro MO DES T v. 


O MOD ESTV, thou ſhy and bluſhing maid, 
Don't of a ſimple ſnepherd be afraid; 
Wert thou my lamb—with ſweeteſt graſs I'd treat thee 
I am no wor, ſo ſavage that ſhould eat thee : 
Then haſte with me, O nymph, to dwell, 
And give a goddeſs to my cell, 


Thy fragrant breaſt, like Alpine ſnows ſo white, 
Where all the neſtling loves delight to lie; 
Thine eyes that ſhed the milder light 
Of night's pale wand' rer o er the cloudleſs ſky. 
O nymph, my panting, wiſhing boſom warm, 
Seeks thee around me, with thy latent charm ! 
Then haſte with me, O nymph, to dwell, 
And give a goddeſs to my cell, 


Thy flaxen ringlets, that luxuriant ſpread, 
And hide thy boſom with an envious ſhade ; 
Thy poliſh'd cheek ſo dimpled, where the roſe 
In all the bloom of ripening ſummer blows : 
Thy lu/cions lips that heav'nly dreams inſpire, 
By beauty form'd, and loaded with deſire; 
With ſorrow, and with wonder, lo! I ſee 
What melting treaſures ! thrown away on thee. 
Then haſte with me, O nymph, to dwell, 
And give a goddeſs to my cell. 


Thou knoweſt not. that boſom's fair deſign ; 
And as for thoſe two pouting lips divine, 

Thou think'ſt them form'd alone for ſimple chat— 
To bill ſo happy with thy fav*rite dove, . 
And, playful, force, with ſweetly ſounding love, 

Their kiſſes on a lapdog or a cat, 

Then 


L 2] 
Then haſte with me, meek maid, to dwell, 
And give a goddeſs to my cell. | 


Such thoughts thy ſweet ſimplicity produces! 
But I can point out far ſublimer ufes ; | 
Uſes the very beſt of men eſteem 
Of which thine innocence did never dream. 
Then haſte with me, meek maid, to dwell, 
And give a goddeſs to my cell. 


Oh! fly from :mpudence, the brazen rogue, 

Whoſe flippant tongue hath got the Iriſh brogue : 

Whoſe hands would pluck thee like the faireſt flow'r, 

Thy cheek, eyes, forehead, lips, and neck, devour : 
Shun, ſhun that Caliban, and with me dwell, 
Then come, and give a goddeſs to my cell. 


The world, O fimple maid, is full of art, 
Would turn thee pale, and fill with dread thy heart, 
Didſt thou perceive but half the ſnares | 
The dev'l for charms like thine prepares? 

Then haſte, O nymph, with me to dwell 

And give a goddeſs to my cell. 


From morn to eve, my kiſs of ſpeechleſs love, 

Thy eyes mild beam and bluſhes ſhall improve, 

And lo! from our ſo innocent embrace, 

Young MoDESTiES ſhall ſpring, a numerous race! 

The Sluſling girls in ev'ry thing like thee / 

The baſhful boys prodigiouſly like me ! 

Then haſte with me, O nymph, to dwell, 
And give a goddeſs to my cell. 


I S not this pretty, Sir? can ought be ſweeter ? 
Inſtead of that vile appellation dev?l, 
So blackguard, ſo unfriendly, and uncivil, 
Should not I be baptiz'd the gentle PETER ? 


Great is the buz about the court, 
And at th' exchange, where Jews, Turks, Chriſtians 


meet, | - 
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Or Smithfield fair, where beaſts of ev'ry ſort, 
Pigs, ſheep, men, bullocks, all ſo friendly greet. 


Buſy, indeed, is many a fly court leech ! 

Afraid to truſt each other with a ſpeech—— 

In hems and ahs! and half words hinting : 

Some whiſp'ring, liſt*ning, tip-toe walking, ſquinting ; 
For lo, ſo warily each courtier ſpeaks, 

They ſeem to talk with halters round their necks. 


Some praiſe the k — for nobleneſs of ſpirit, 
For ever ſtudying how to find out merit; 
While from its hole their heart doth lily peep, 
And aſk the tongue with marv'ling eyes, 
How it can dare to tell a heap 
Of ſuch unconſcionable, bare · fac d lies— 


How are the mighty fall*n !** the people cry 
Meaning ME, p F 
© Another hog of Epicurus's ſtye; 
This vile apoſtate bends to Baal the knee; 
Loo, for a little meat and guzzle, 
„This ſneaking cur, a dog, too takes the muzzle. 


In lyric ſcandal ſoon will be a chaſm 
Ve wrote for bribes, *tis-plain, and now he has em. 
« This mighty war-horſe will be ſoon in hand, 

«© By means of meat, the price of venal notes, 
Calm as a hackney coach-horſe on the ſtand, 

«« 'Toſling about his noſe-bag and his oats, 


© Whate'er he hath ſaid, he does again 0 
& Tn native impudence ſo rich 
« Explain the plaineſt of all things away, 
© And call'd his muſe a forward bh; 
„Treat fire of friendly promiſes a ſmoke, 
„And laugh at truth and honour as a joke: 
Such, Sir, is your good people's howl, 
As thick as ſmall birds peſt'ring a poor owl. 


In vain I tell the world around, 
That I have not a penſion found ; | 
Which 
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So 
Which ſpeech of truth the mob enrages ; 


« PETER, this is an errant lie 

« The fact is clear, too clear,“ they cry, 
4% Thou haſt already touch'd a quarter's wages. 
&« Varlet, it always was thy vile intention | 
«© Thou haſt, thou haſt, thou liar ! got a penſion.” 


Still, to ſupport my innocence, I've ſaid, 
Moſt finfully, I own —“ I ha'n't, by G 

Yet, had I ſworn my eyes out of my head, 
They never had believ'd—how vaſtly odd ! 


The morning and the evening papers, 
Struck by the ſound, are in the vapours, 
And mourn and droop to think l'm dead 
Stunn'd by the unexpected news, 
The magazines and the reviews * 


For grief can ſcarcely lift the head. 


& Nothing but poor, mechanic ſtuff, they cry, 
& Shall now be quoted for the public eye: 

& Nothing original in ſong ; 
« No novelty of images and thought 
& Before our fair tribunal ſhall be brought ! 

„ But trifling tranſpoſitions of our tongue: 
% The ſonneteers now muſt be call'd to rave, 
And we muſt pay them too for ev'ry ſtave, 
« Forth from their garrets high, or cellars low, 
« To us they run, as ſoon as this they know; 
& Buckle and pipe makers now will dine, | 
„ And once more boaſt their porter and ſurloĩn.— 
& Penury, avaunt! their pockets now may chink, 
„And future gazettecrs afford them drinx. 


„The papers thus deſerted, in a flurry, 

« Print all their paltry nonſenſe in a hurry ; 
For ſtil] the public muſt be ſooth'd with ſong, 
„However weak or fooliſh, right or wrong. 


« Nothing but a ſolemn pomp of words, 

Bearing a lifeleſs thought, ſhall readers meet 
The picture of a funeral that affords; 

So ſolemn marching through the ſtaring ſtreet. 
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Where flags, and horſe, and foot, a ſorrow ape, 
« With all the dread diſmality of crape, 
Near the poor corpſe— perhaps a puny brat, 


Or dry old maid as a cat.“ 


No, Sir! you never offer'd me a penfion— 
But then I gueſs it is your kind intention— 
Yes, Sir, you mean a ſmall douceur to proffer ; 
But give me leave, Sir, to decline the offer. 


I'm much oblig'd t'ye, Sir, for your good will; 
But oratorios have half undone ye: 

*Tis whiſper'd, too, that thieves have robb'd the till, 
Which kept your bread and butter money : 

So much with /aving wi/dom are you taken, 

That Drury and the Garden ſeem forſaken— 

Since cot attendeth thoſe theatric borders, 

Content you go to Ricumonp-Houst with orders. 


Form'd to delight all eyes, all hearts engage, 
When lately the ſweet Princeſs * came of age, 
Train oil, inſtead of wax, was bid t' illume 
The goodly company and dancing room! 


This never had been done, I'm very ſure, 


Had not you been, ſome way or other, poor. 


You now want guineas to buy live-ſtock, Sir, 
To graze your Windfor hill and dale ; 

And fartners will not let their cattle ſtir, 
Until the money's down upon the nail. 


I'm told, your ſheep have died by dogs and bitches, 
And that your fowls have fuffer*d by the fitches ; 
And that your man-traps, guards of gooſe and duck, 
And cocks and hens, have had but % /o luck. | 
Scarce fifty. rogues, in chafe of fowls and eggs, 
Have in thoſe pretty engines loſt their legs. 


The Bulfe, Sir, on a viſit to the Tow'r, 
Howeꝰ er the royal viſage may laok ſour, 


* Princeſs Royal. 
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Howe'er the object of a deep devotion, | 
Muſt croſs, they ſay, once more the ocean *. 


| Indeed, I hope the di*'monds will be of, 


Or ſcandal on us rolls in floods 
Some Nabob may be vile enough 
Io bring an action for ſtol'n goods 
An action, to ſpeak lawyer - like, of trover, 
But Heav'n forbid it ſhould ever come over! 


For money matters, I am ſure, 

The Abbey muſic was put off ; 
Becauſe the royal purſe is poor, 

Plagu'd with a dry conſumptive cough ; 
Yet in full health again that purſe may riot, 
By God's grace and a ſkim-milk diet. 


Cloſe as a vice behold the nation's fiſt ! 

Vain will be mouths made up for the civil lift; 
And, humble pray'rs, ſo very ſtale, 

Will all be call'd an old wife's tale. 


Your faithful commons to your cravings 

Will not give up the nation's favings— 

Your fav*'rite miniſter, I'm told, runs ref: 
And growls at ſuch petitions like a maſtiff. 


What, if my good friend HAasTINGs goes to pot? 
Apamns and ANSTRUTHER have flung hard ſtones 
He finds his fituation rather hot 
B—z—t, F—x, and SH—R—D—N may break his 
bones. 


As ſurely as we ſaw and felt the bul/e, 
Haſtings has got a very aukward pulſe ; 
Therefore in jeopardy the culprit ſtands! 
Like patients whoſe diſorders doctors flight 
Too often, he may bid us all good night; 


And flip, poor man, between our hands. 


Then, Sir! Oh! then, as long as life endures, 
Nought but the remembrance of the bulſe is ours; 


* Indian muſt be ſuppoſed, 


And 
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And to a ſtomach that like ours digeſts , 
Slight is the dinner on remember d feaſts. 


I think we caſes underſtand, and then 
Symptoms as well as moſt ingenious men ; 
But, Lord, how oft the wiſeſt are miſtaken ! 
Therefore I tremble for his badger'd bacon. 


We may be out, with all our ſkill fo clever, 
And what we think an ague, prove jail-fever. 


NEeBUCHADNEZZAR, Sir, the KINO, 
As ſacred hiſt ries ſweetly ſing, 
Was, on all-fours, turn'd out to graſs, 
_ like a horſe, or mule, or aſs : 
eavens, what a fall from kingly glory? 
I hope it will not ſo turn out, 
That we ſhall have (to make a rout) 
A ſecond part of that old ſtory ! 


This penſion was well meant, O glorious Kine, 
And jor the bard a very pretty thing ; 

But let me, Sir, refuſe it, I implore, 

7 ought not to be rich whilſt yon are poor, 

No, Sir, I cannot be your humble hack; 

I fear your Majeſty would break my back. 


I dare refuſe you for another reaſon 
We differ in religion, Sir, a deal ; 
You fancy it a fin ally*d to treaſon, + 
And vaſtly dang*rous to the common weal, 
For ſubjects minuets and jiggs to play 
On the Loxp's Day. 


Now, Sir, I'm very fond of güdling, 

And, in my morals, what the world calls middling : 

I've aſk'd my conſcience, that came ſtraight trom 
heav'n, 

Whether I ſtood a chance to be forgiv'n, 

If on a Sunday, from all ſcruples free, 


I ſcrapꝰd the Old Black Joke and Chere Amie. 


« Ah, fool (exclaim'd my conſcience), no! no! no! 


66 © God never againſt muſic made a rule; 5 
66 On 
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« On Sundays you may ſafely take your bow 
«© And play as well the fiddle as the fool.” 


A late archbiſhop “, too, O Kins, 
Who knew moſt ſecrets of the ſkies, 
Said, Heav'n on Sundays reliſh'd pipe and ſtring, 
Where ſounds on ſounds —— File 
And aſk d, as Sunday had its muſic there, 
Why Sunday ſhould not have its muſic Bere? 


In conſequence of this divine opinion, 

That Prince of parsoNs in your great dominion, 
Inform d his faſhionable wife, 

That ſhe might have her Sunday routs and cards, 

And meet at laſt with Heav'n's rewards, 


When death ſhould take her precious life. 


- 


Thus dropping pious qualms, religious doubts, 

His lady did enjoy her Sunday routs ! | 
Upon Good Friday, too, that awful day, 

Lo! like VAUXHALL was LAMBETH all ſo gay! 


Now, if his preſent Grace, with keener eyes, 
Could ſquint a little farther in the ſkies, 

He might be able to inform his dame, 

Of two importer's, p rhaps, call d si and sHAmr, 
Who may a pleaſure from our graſp remove, 
Pretending to commiſſions from above. 


Like this, a ſecret, could his Grace explore, 
| What a merry day for us and Miffreſs MOORE ! 
1 For lo, two greater foes we cannot name 
To this world's joys than Meſſrs. Siu and SHAME. 


Then might we think no more of praiſe and pray'r, 
But leave at will our maker in the lurch ; 
Sleep, racket, lye-a bed, or take the air, 
And leave to owls and bats to fill the church. 


SUNDAY, like other days, would then have life ; 
Nou prim, and ſtarch, and filent, as a quaker 
And gloomy in her looks, as if the wife 

Or widow of an undertaker. 


Cor nwallis. 


Happy 


( 22 J 


Happy ſhould I have been, my liege, 

So great a monarch to oblige ; 

And, Sir, between you, and the poſt, 

And me, you don't know what you've loſt 


The loſs of me, ſo great a bard, 
Is not, O king ! to be repair'd. | 
My verſe, ſuperior to the hardeſt rock, 
or earthquake, ſtorms, nor ſea, nor fire. 
Fears nought. | | 
Surpaſſing, therefore, Miſtreſs DAMER's block, 
That boaſts ſo ſtrong a likeneſs of you, Size. 
That block, ſo pond'rous, muſt with time decay, 
And all the lines of wiſdom wear away: 
I grant the lady's loyalty and Love, 
Yet, © none but Phidias ſhould attempt a Jovz.“ 


The Macedonian HERO grac'd the ſtone 

Of fam d Praxiteles alone; ; 
Forbidding others to attempt his nob, 1 
It was ſo great and difficult a job. 1 


Auguſtus ſwore an oath ſo dread, | 

He'd cut off any poet's head, , 
But Virgil's, that ſhould dare his praiſe rehearſe, 

Or even mention his name in verſe, | 

Then, Sir, if I may be a little free, 

My art would ſuit your merits to a T. 


Lord ! in my adamantine lays 
Your virtues ſhould like bonfires blaze * 
So firm your tuneful jeweller would ſet em, 
They'd break the teeth of time to eat em. 


Wrapp'd in the ſplendour of my golden line, 
For ever would your M—j—ty be fine ! 1 
Appear a gentleman of firſt repute, | 7 
And always glitter in a birth-day ſuit. 


Then to old ſtories would I give the lie, 
That dar'd attack you, and your fame devour ; 
Who ought like Egypt's pyramids to tow'r ; 
Such as the following fable, for EXAMPLE : 
Of impudence, unprecedented ſample ! * 

| HE 
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Tur ROYAL SHEEP, 
A FABLE 


Can time ago, a dozen lambs, 
Two reverend patriarchal rams, 
And one good motherly old ewe, 
Died on a ſudden down at Kew ; 


Where with the ſweeteſt innocence, alas ! 

Thoſe pretty inoffenſive lambs, 

And rev'rend patriarchal rams, 

And motherly old ewe, were nibbling graſs : 

All the fair property of our great king, 

Whoſe deaths did much the royal boſom wring : 

*T was faid that dogs had tickled them to death : 

Play'd _ their gentle throats, and ſtopp'd their 
reath. 


Like Homer's heroes on th' enſanguin'd 2 

Stalk'd Mr, R—b—nſ—n * around the ſlain! 
And never was more fright*ned in his life ! 

So ſhock'd was Mr, R—b—nſ—n's whole face, 

Not ſtronger horrors could have taken place, 
Had Cerberus devour'd his wife ! 


With wild 1 looks and ſighs, 
And wet and pity-aſking eyes, 

He, trembling, to the royal preſence ventur'd 
White as the whiteſt napkin when he enter'd ! 
White as the man who ſought King PRIAu's bed, 
And told him that his warlike*fon was dead. 


«© O! pleaſe your M—j—ty“' he, blubb'ring, cried 
| And then ſtopp'd ort 


The biad. 
46 What? 
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„% What? _ what? what? the ſtaring k—g 
repli 

« Speak, Robinſon, ſpeak, ſpeak, what, what's the 
« hurt? | 


& O Sire,” ſaid R—b—nf—n again 

Speak, —ſaid the King“ put, put me out of 
66 "GY x 

«© Don't, don't in this ſuſpenſe a body keep*'— 

«© O Sire,“ cried Robigſon, the ſheep, the ſheep! ! !”? 

4% What of the ſheep,”” replied the King, pray, pray, 

% Dead, R—b—nſ—n, dead, dead, or run away?“ 

„ Dead, anſwer'd R—b—nſ—n, dead, dead, dead, 
& dead!!!” 

Then like a drooping lily hung his head! 

«© How? how?“ the Monarch aſk'd, with viſage ſad, 

4% By dogs, faid R—b—nſf—n, and likely mad!“ 

% No, no, they can't be mad, they can't be mad— 

& No, no, things arn't ſo bad, things arn't ſo bad,” 
Rejoin'd the King: 

« Off with them quick to market, quick, depart— 

% In with them, in, in with them in a cart. 

« Sell, ſell them for as much as they will bring.” 


Now to Fleet-market, driving like the wind, 
Amidſt his murder'd mutton rode the HIN D, 
All in the royal cart ſo great, 
To try to ſell the royal meat. 


The news of this rare batch of lambs, 

And ewes, and rams, 

Deſign'd for many a London dinner, 

Reach'd the leathern ears of Sh—r—ff SK—NNR—, 
Who, with a hammer and a conſcience clear, 
Pompouſly gets ten thouſand pounds a year ; 

And who if things go tolerably fair, 3 
Will be one day proud Lonpon's prouder MAY OR. 


The alderman was in his pulpit ſhining, 

Midſt gentlemen with night-caps, hair, and wigs ; 
In language moſt rhetorical defining 

The ſterling merit of a lot of pigs ; 

Ks ra When 
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When ſuddenly the news was brought, 
That in Fleet-market were unwholeſome ſheep, 
Which made the preacher from his pulpit leap, 
As nimble as a taylor, or as thought. 


For juſtice panting,” and unaw'd by fears, 
This king, this emperor of auctioneers, 
Set off—indeed a furious face he put on 
Like lightning did he gallop up Cheapfide ! 
Like thunder down through Ludgate did he ride 
To catch the man who ſold this dreadful mutton. 


Now to Fleet-market full of wrath he came, 
And with the ſpirit of an ancient Roman, 
Exceeded, I believe by no man, | 
The aud#toneer alderman, fo virtuous, cried out 
66 Shame.“ : f | 


© D—mme,” to R-b—nſ-n faid Maſter Sx1nwnER, 

* Who on ſuch mutton, Sir, can make a dinner? 
% You, if you pleaſe,” | 

Cried R—b«-ni—n, with perfect eaſe. 

„ Sir!!!“ quoth the red hot alderman again 

« You,” quoth the a1nd, in juſt the ſame cool ſtrain, 


« Off, off,” cried Sk—nn—er, „ with your carrion 
_ © heap—- | £ 

„Quick, d--rame, take your naſty ſheep, 

« Whilſt I command, not een the g 

« Shall ſuch vile tuff to market bring, 

„Nor London ſtalls ſuch garbage bear 

So take away your ſtinking fare.“ 


« You,” replied R-2b--nſ--on, © you cry out ſhame! - +. 
« You blaſt the ſheep, good Maſter Sk—onn—er, 
1 | 
« You give the harmleſs mutton a bad name 1. 
* Yor impudently order it away! 1 4 


« Sweet Mafter Al DERMAN, don't make this rout ; ' 
Clap on your ſpectacles upon your ſnout; 
= then your keen ſurveying eyes regale 
„With thoſe fame fine large ſetters on the cart 
| | D | «& Which 
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„ Pray, Mr. R-b—nſ—n, the mutton ſell 
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«© Which brought this 5/affed mutton here for fale,” — 
Poor, Sk—nn—r read, and read it with a ſtart. 
Like HanmLErT fright” ned at his father's ghoſt, 
The alderman ſtood' ſtaring like a poſt; 
He ſaw G. R. inſcrib'd in handſome letters, | 
Which prov'd the ſheep belong'd unto. his betters. 


The alderman now turn'd to deep REFLECTION ; 
And, being bleſt with proper recollection, 
Exchim'd, « I've made a great miſtake Oh! ad— 
Indeed, the ſheep are really not ſo bad. | 


„Dear Mr. R—b—nf—n, beg your pardon, | 
„ Your Job-like patience I've born hard on; 

„% Whoever ſays the mutton is not good, 

« Knows nothing, Mr. R—b—nf—n, of food. 


« I verily believe I could turn glutton, 
« On ſuch neat, wholeſome, pretty-looking mutton— 


4% J hope, Sir, that his M—j—iy is well.“ —— 


So ſaying, Mr. R—b—nſ—n he quitted, 
With cherubimic ſmiles and platid brows, 

For ſuch embarraſling occaſions fitted 

Adding juſt five-and-twenty bows. 


To work went R—b—nſ—on to ſell the ſheep, | 

But people would nat buy, except dog-cheap ; - 

And length the ſheep were ſold—withont the fleece— 
And brought K—g G—e uſt hak-a-crown a: piece. 


Nou for the other laughing, ſaucy, lying ſtory, 
Made, one would think, to tarniſh kingly glory. 


TuE KG ax PARSON YOUNG. 
T HE Kg, God bleſs him, met old Parſon 
YOUNG 
Walking on Windſor terrace one fair morning 
Delightful was the day—the ſcent was ftrong— 
Fi 5 — *nly day for AT" and for horning ; 
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For tearing farmer's hedges down, and hallooings, 
Shouts, curſes, oaths, and ſuch like pious doings. 


« Young,” cried the K—g, „ d'ye hunt, d'ye hunt 
&« to-day ? 

„Ves, , yes,—what, what ? yes, yes, fine day, fine 
656 day. 97 | 


Low with a rev'rend bow the prieſt 3 
„Great K—g! I have really no horſe to ride; 
« Nothing, Monarch, but my founder'd mare, 
And ſhe, my liege, as blind as ſhe can ſtare,” 


« No horſe,” rejoin'd the Ks, «© no horſe, no 
«© horſe!” 


ci Indeed,” the parfon added,. I have none: * 


„Nothing but poor old Dobbin, who, of courſe, 
„ Is dangerous—being blinder than a ſtone.“ 
„ Blind, blind, YounG ? never mind, you muſt, muſt 
| 66 go, 


« Muſt hunt, muſt aunt, n N — N 


% no, no!“ 


- 4. 


What pity that the K—g, in his Aiſcourſe, 


Forgot to fay,. . I'll lend you, Youne, a horſe!” 


The K—G to Youne—behaving thus fo kind, 
Whate'er the danger, and howe'er inclin d, f 
At home with politgſie Vouxs could not flay—— 

So up his Rev'rence got upon the MARE, 


Reſolv'd the chace with M—j—y to ſhare, 


Vhate'er the dangers of the pay. 1 3 


Rous'd was he deer! —the K—g and Parſon Ten 
Caſtor and Pollux, rode fide by fide ; 

When lo! a ditch was to be ſprung! 
Over leap'd G. THE THIRD with 1 e 


Over jump'd Tinker, Towzer, Rockwood, Fowler, 
Over jump'd Mendal, Bruſhwood, 7 ubal, Fowler, 
Trimbuſh and Lightning, Mufic, Ranter, W, onder, 

And fifty others with their mouths of thunder 
Great names! whoſe pedigrees ſo fair, | 
* ith thoſe of Homer s heroes might comj a e. 


D 2 Thus 


Upon his dead com 
„What, what?“ he cried, © Youns dead! YouxG 
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Thus gloriouſiy attended, leap'd the k, 


= all thoſe hounds attended with a ſpring !— 
o 


t CsAR's ſelf a fiercer look put on, 


When with his HOST he preſs'd the Rabicon ! 
But wayward fate the parſon's palfrey humbled, 


And gave the mare a ſudden check 
Unfortunately poor blind Dobbin ſtumbled, 
And broke his Reverence's neck. 


The M—n—rch, gaping, with amaze look'd round 
panion on the ground & 


« dead! 
«+ Humph!—take him up and put him home to bed.“ 


Thus having finiſh'd—with a chearful face 


Nimzon the Secend join'd the jevial chace. 


A MORAL REFLECTION. 


FOOLS would have ſtopp'd when Parfon Younc 
was kill'd, ELD 
And, looſing ev*ry thought of hound and deer, 
With weakneſs, call'd compaffion, fill'd, 
Had turn'd Samariten, and dropp'd a tear. 


But better far the royal ſportſman knew 
He gveſs'd the conſequence, without a doubt=—— 


Full well he gueſs'd he ſhould not have a view— 
And that he ſhould be ſhamefully thrown out. 


P*rhaps, from the royal eye a tear might hop; 
Vet pages ſwear they never ſaw it drop. 


But M- ty may fay—* What, what, what's death? 
LNought, nought, nought, but a little Joſs of breath,” 


To Parſon Youns *twas more, I'm very clear 
He Losr by death ſome hundred pounds a-year. 


A great 


Ds 
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A great deal, my dear LIEGE, defends 
On having clever bards for friends 


What, had AcniLLEs been without his Homer — 11 
A taylor, woollen-draper, or a comber ! 4 
Fellows that have been dead a hundred year, 

None but the Lord knows how or where 


In PotTxy's rich graſs how virtues thrive !— 

Some when put in, ſo lean, ſcarce ſeem alive; 35 
And yet, ſo ſpeedily a bulk obtain, 
That ev'n their owners know them not again. 


Could you, indeed, have gain'd my muſe of fire, 
Great would your juck have been, indeed, great Sire! 
Then had I prais'd your nobleneſs of ſpirit}! 
Then had I boaſted that myſelf, * 
High PzTER, was the firſt bleſt, tuneful elf, 
Vou ever gave a farthing to for merit. 


Though money be a pretty handy tool; 

Of Mammon, lo ! I ſcorn to be the fool. 

If fortune calls, ſhe's welcome to my cot, 
Whether ſhe leaves a guinea or a groat: 

Whether ſhe brings me fram the butcher's ſhop— 
The whole ſheep, or a ſingle chop. 


For lo! like AxpREwW MaRveELL I can dine, 
And deem a mutton bone extremely fine 
Then, Sir, how difficult the taſk you ſee, 

To bribe a moderate GENTLEMAN like ME. 


I will not ſwear, point Blank, I ſhall not alter 
A faint—my nameſake e'en was known to faulter, 


Nay more—ſome clever men in oppoſition, 
Whoſe ſouls did really ſeem in good condition; 
Who, made of PitT ſuch horrible complaint, 
And damn'd him for the worſt of knaves ; 
Alter'd their mind—became his humble laves, 
And pybliſh'd their new patron for a sar. 


And who is there that may not change his mind ? 


When can you folks of that deſcriptfon ind? ? 
D 3 "Wa: 


30 ] 


Who will not ſell their ſouls for cafh, 
That moſt angelic diabolie traſh ! ! 


E'en grave divines accept of glitt'ring gold? 

The beſt of conſciences are bought and ſold : 
As in a “tale I've ſhewn moſt edifying, 

| To prove to all the werld, that I'm not lying. 


* Yide the tale intituled, The Parſon, the Squire, and the 


Spaniel. 
BENEVOLENT EPISTLE 
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SYLVANUS URBAN, 


MASTER JOHN NICHOLS, 


PRINTER, COMMON COUNCILMAN OF FARRINGDON 
WARD, AND CENSOR-GENERAL OF LITERATUREs 


: NoT FORGETTING 
MASTER WILLIAM HAYLEY, 


POET AND BSSAYIST.. 


— 


BOW now, prithee, John, 

Do not quarrel, man, 

Let us be merry and 

Drink about. Cab. 


FEY © = 8 2 „ * 
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1 Who ambitious that the brats, my rhymes, 
Should fee the gentlefolks of future times; 
Riſe like antique in value, nor expire, 


Till ruin ſpreads his univerſal fire: 
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Dread 
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Dread thought ! that to deſtruction muſt be giv'n - 


This charming world, this handſome work of heav'n! 
I, who regardful of the courtier throng, | | 
To K—gs, and Lords, and Commons tun'd the ſong; 
Bade Tom no more indulge the golden dream, 

And kindly wiſh'd his wit a wifer theme; 
Struck to the lime and mortar 1 knight the ſtring, 
And hail'd of butterflies the nurſing king ?, 

Who ſcorning ſans and moons, with happier eyes, 
Behold from dunghills 1 empꝰ' rors Friſe 


More bleſt on this our earth a frog to ſee, . 


To find a cockle - hell, and boil a flea |}, 
Thorn'd well in yonder ſkies, with glory crown'd, 


Where frogs, nor fleas, nor cockle-ſhells are found; 
More bleft to mark a bat's than angel's wing; 


To hear a grafhopper than feraph ſing; Jac 
More pleas'd to view (if rumour juth mts} 
The tails of tadpoles than the heads of ſaints ; . 


And hear (if fame to credence may be 1 
One humming bird than all the hoſt of heav'n; 


I, who to men of canvaſs ſtruck the lyre, 


And ſet the academy with rhyme on fire J, 

O'er Mount Parnaſſus Jove- like caft my ſhoe ;: 
At poets ſmil'd, and poeteffes too, 

Prefac'd the ballad of the good Old Bailey, 

To all the cold compoſition of HAYLE v, 

Whoſe rhymes, as ſoon as litter'd, join the heaps, 
Where midſt her ſhadowy gulph oblivion ſleeps :. 
So deep who ſcarce can dive into himſelf F © 
So lofty too the tenant of the ſhelf! 

Now ſtiffer than recruits, fo raw at drill; 

Now petit maiire of the uuszs“ HILL: | 

I, who to grave reviewers ſigh'd my pray'r, 
Submiſſive bending at the critic's chair; 


* Late Mr. Warton, Poet Laureat. Jide Brother Peter to Bro- 
ther Tom. 


Sir William Chambers, 
Sir Joſeph Banks. 7 
Rare ſpecies of butterfly. | 
Vide the Ode upon Boiied Flees. 
q Stirred the ingenious artiſts up to emulation, not put them 
in a violent paſſion, as feme uncaadid critics might infinuxte. 


And, 


(_ 32; 
And, bluſhing,” begg'd one little laure! ſprig, 


To bring importance, and adorn my wig : 

I, who Sam WHITEBREAD's brewhouſe prais'd in ſong, 

So highly honour'd by the reyal throng ; 

Be-rhym'd a goodly monarch and his ſpouſe, 

Miſs Whitebread's curtſes, Mis rER Whitebread's bows ; 

Amounting, hiſt'ry ſays, to many a ſcore, 

Such too, as Chiſwell-ſtreet ne'er ſaw before, 

Not e' en forgetting with my claſſic force, 

The brewers's bull-dog and his marv'ling horſe ; 

The curious draymen into puncheons creeping, 

And, charm'd with greatneſs, through the bung-holes 
" peeping | 

I, who to PITT the chords in anger ſtruck, 

Who whelm'd his prince ſo gracefully with muck - 

Lycvrxcvs Pirr, whoſe penetrating eyes 

Beholds the fount of freedom in ExcisE; 

Whoſe patriot logic poſſibly maintains 

TH' identity of liberty and chains: 

I, who of LEEDS and Hawkss'zy deign'd to ſing 

The bleſſed favꝰrites of a blefled * *  #;, 

High on the lab' ring pinions of an ode 

Heav'd BxuDENELL's folly, what a leaden load! 

BRU DENELIL, who bids us all the proverb feel, 

«« The largeſt.calves are not the ſweeteſt veal,” - 

I, who on ſuch rich ſubjects deign'd to ſhine,. 

Now tune to once a printer's DEVIL the line; 

But now no more a devil with Atlas mien, 

The great ſupporter of a magazine * ;. 

No more, no more a devil with humble air, 

But fit companion for our great LORD MAYOR ! 

How like the worm which crawl; at firſt the earth, 

But, getting a new coat, diſdains its birth; 

Spreads its gold tiſſues to the ſalar ray, 

And wings o'er trees and tow'rs its airy way! 


With anger foaming, and of vengeance full, 
Why belloweth JohN Nichols like a bull? 


* The Gentleman's, as it is modeſtly called; to whoſe gentility 
Mr. Hayley is a conſtant contributor, in the way of ingenious 
rhyme and liberal criticiſm, Fo 

Say, 
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Say, Goddeſs, could a few poetic ſtripes 
Make Joan fo furious, kick about his types: 
Spin round his Pandemomium like a top, 
And, thund”ring to its centre, ſhake the ſhop ? 
Could Satire's twig produce fo dire a din? | 
And dwells ſuch ſoftneſs in a rRiNTER's fkin ? 


Illib'ral! never, never have I ſaid, | 
That thou wert not an honeſt man in TRADE! 
Whether from principle or jail diſmay 
Springs thy morality, we dare not ſay : 

Since jails, thoſe iron agents of the /aw, 

Keep many a graceleſs rogue in pious awe. 

Yet, ſon of ink, devoutly let us hope 

Thou lov'ſt a virtue more than dread'ſt à rope ; 

Nay, to thy honour let me this declare, 

To make the rigid ſons of conſcience ſtare, 

That when thou money lendeſt, fuch thy purity, 

Deteſting bad, thou ſeekeſt good ſecurity. | 

Inclin'd for ever, John, to take thy part, 

Thus have I pour'd the diftates of my heart: 

6 Tf midſt a vulgar maſs his ſtars 88 

% Have plac'd moſt niggardly a pigmy mind | 

„ *Tis not John's fault—Joba ould not bluſh for 
& ſh | 


*« His parſimonious planets are to blame. 

«© What though in wifdom's crucible his head 
% Prove that it dealeth leſs in gold than lead; 
„ Uniſkill'd on claſſic ground to cut a caper, 
„Let knoweth, John, the price of print and paper: 
+ His nice diſcerning knowledge none deny, ] 
„On crown, imperial, fool's cap, and demy, | 
On blankets, ſheep ſkins *, urine, John can think ; 
«© Myſelf would take his ſentiments on ink: 

«© Myſelf would take his ſentiments on letters: 
On ſyllables, indeed, I'd aſk his betters. 

*« The meaneſt mortal let us not deride. 

+ Lo! beaſts of burden oft muſt be your guide; 

«© Yes, thro' the dark and unknown tract, of courſe, 
I yield up all opinion to my horſe.” 


 * Neceſſary for making priater”s balls. 
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Truth, | 
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Truth, let fair truth for ever rule my rhymes ? 
I'm told this lady viſit*ſt thee ſometimes ! 
How kind ! how humble! thus the god of day 
Deigns to a mudpool to impart his ray ! 
© Amidſt the paſſion's roar, a cham*rous hoſt, 
Oft is the gentle voice of reaſon loſt! 
How trieſt thou, butcher-like, to carve my work, 
And treat each ſweet-ſoul'd ſtanza like a Turk ! 
From ſuch fad readers Heav*n the muſe protect, 
Proud- to find fault, and raptur'd with defect! 
Yet though thou frown'f? on Peter's ev'ry line, 
Behold the diff rence, Joan !—he miles on thine. 


Say not I hate each man of verſe and proſe ; 
I rev*rence genius, John, where'er it grows: 
Whene'er it beams through ignorance's might, 
I mark the ſtranger with as keen delight, - 
As looks the pilgrim on Baſſora's tow'rs, 
Her ſtreams, ambroſial blooms, and myrtle bow'rs, 
Who long denied of hope's ſweet cup to taſte, 
Had figh'd amidſt the ſolitary waſte, 


Blame not the bard, thou man of lerter'd pride, 
Who taking not Dame Prudence for their guide, 
Didſt ſtone the poet's manſion like an aſs, 
Forgetting that thy own was made of glaſs. | 
Know, John, that paſtion maketh man a ſwine : 
Know this, and bid thy conduct copy mine. 
When deeming me a Saracen in heart, 

_ Why, ſimple John, attempt my road to thwart ? 
Amidſt thy walks ſhould bullies meet thine eye, 
 Compos'dly let thoſe bullies paſs thee by : #© 
To'bluſt'ring bravoes, for my eaſe and pride; 
I give the wall, and, ſmiling, turn aſide. 
Thus, if a log or rock the ftream oppoſe, 
That ſweetly lambent from its fountain flows, 
No foamy turbulence the rills betray, 

But, eaſy yielding, wind in peace away! 

My hate of courtiers how thine anger drew, 

I own I loath St. James's ſerviſe crew: 
Where'er the ſmiles of royalty are found, 

The lazy clan of courtiers crouch around: 


Thus, 
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Thus, on the country towns when Phœbus ſhines, 
Amidſt the radiance ey*ry cur reclines.;. - 
And lo! neglectful of the mice and rats, 


Each ſtreet preſents us with a dozen cats. 


Truth needs not, John, the eloquence of oaths, 


No more ſo than a decent ſuit of cloaths 


Requires of broad gold lace, th* ex ar” wg ve bf Wh 


That makes the linſey-woolſey mil 
Beſides a proverb ſuited to my wiſh, 
Declares that fwearing never catches Ab. 

"Tis vulgar I have ſaid it o'er and o'er ; 

Then keep thy temper, man, and {wear no more. 


ion ſtare; > 


Struck, nay half petrified, that Banks ſhould ney 
Indecent fellow ! raviſh N ewton s chair; 


Mock ſuch as wiſdom's ſacred mines explore, 
And kick the arts and ſciences to door ; 

Making (methinks a monſtrous impropriety) 

A fly club of a great and fam'd fociety : 
The muſe, with virtuous indigoation ſtung, 

In rhymes ſtrong chains the brazen culprit hung ; 
When, with the fury of a thouſand foes; 
HowPd the wild tempeſt of thy verſe and proſe ! 
Shock'd that an idle goſſip, Madam TyxaLs *, 
And he + a feather genius in thy ſcale, 

High panting for the echo of a name, 

Should meanly crucify poor Johnſon's fame; 
I own I glow'd with more than mortal ire, 

And fix'd to ſatire's ſcourge my ſharpeſt wire ; 
When lo! the poet's viſage to begrime, 


** 


Forth ruſh'd th y A {luice of proſe and rhyme : _ 


For this, againſt my will, indeed with tears, 
I ſhew'd a grinning land thy aſs's ears. 


Fir'd, that the muſe ſhould 1 3 
That ſtars have beam d upon the blackeſt breaſt ; 
Juſt like their heav*aly couſins all ſo. bright, 
O'er the dark mantle of old Mother Niokr; : 
Should hint (by fortune's wild vagaries plac'd 


That crowns may feel themſelves at times TO d; 


Now Piozzi. 2 * + Boſwell, . 


To 


— 
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To take a king's and oourtier's part fo prone, 
Full at my forehead didft thou fling the ſtone ; 


But thanks to Pheebus, who ſecur'd my crown, 
Thou could'ſt not bring the great Goliah down! 


Griev'd thatth'ambitiqus muſe a prince ſhould praiſe 
Whoſe name diffuſes Juſtve o'er he lays ; e 
A prince whoſe only fault is want of art, 

Whoſe horrid vice, benevolence of heart ; 

Which little object ſouls profuſion call, 

And o'er each action vainly ſpit their gall : 
Griev'd that the muſe attack d with ſcorn a Max, 
Unlucky form'd on nature*s hungry plan; 

Who, lord of millions, trembles for his ſtore, 75 
And fears to give a farthing to the poor; 

Proclaims that penury will be his fate, 

And, ſcowling, looks on charity with hate ; 

Whoſe matchleſs avarice is meat and drink, 

That dreads to ſpill a firgle drop of ink; 

On each ſuperfluous letter vents a figh, 

And faves the little dot upon an 7. 

Happy e en nature's tendereſt ties to ſlight, 

And vilely rob an offspring of his right ; 

Forth ruſh'd thy venom—harmleſs, too, it flow'd, 
For man defies the poiſon of a toad; | 
Vex'd that the muſe (as if ſhe utter'd treafon) | 
Should try to bring poor B—fw—7! back to reaſon ; 
Herculean teil, to keep ſuch folly under ! ! 

Loud from thy head's dark cloud I felt the thunder! 
When mad t'induce the world to deem thee wiſe, 
Thou ftar'dſt through ſpeRacles with ſapient eyes; 
Say, did I cry, th' impoſture to expoſe, 7 
« See John's whole ſtock of wiſdom on his noſe! 
 Cat-like, becauſe the world my lyric read, 

Thine envy claw'd the laurel on my head ; 

Vet claw'd I not again with cat-like ſpleen, 

The drooping leaves of thy fad magazine. 

Touch'd not thy trafh, nor HAYLE 's tinſel ſtuff; 
Nor freſh, ftale, new antiquities of GOUGH . 


A fabricator of antiquities, and ont of Sir Joſeph's copper 
farthing oracles, and conſtant tea and toaſt men. 
4 | Indeed 
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Indeed I'm tender conſcienc'd on that ſcore, 
And learn to look with pity on the poor: 

No Mahawk I, in ſcenes of horror bred, 
I ſcorn to ſcalp the dying or the dead, 

Yet well thou knoweſt - with trifling toil, 
On ſatire's gridiron I could bid thee broik—— 
Turn tuneful butcher, 2 thee -=_ uarters, 
And give thee, John, for one of #olly's martyrs. - 
J ſee thy vanity Jn all its fulneſs; bY: 
The turbot, ven'ſon of aſpiring dulnefs ! 
And let me, Oh! rare epicure, remark, 

That thou haſt got a gullet like a ſpark. 
Myſelf as mercital as man can be, 

I grieve to find that mercy not in thee. 
Behold, amidſt their ſhort'ning, panting breath, 
Poor ſouls, the dying dread thee more death. 


« Oh! ſave us from Joux N—cu—Ls!” is the cry, 
Loet not that death- hunter know where we lie; 

„% What in delirium from our lips may fall, 

«© Oh! hide—our letters, burn them, burn them all! 
« Oh! let not from the tomb our ghoſts complain! 
„O Jeſu! we ſhall ſoon be up again; 

„ Condemn'd, alas! to grin with griſly mien, 

4 *Midiſt the pale horrors of his MAGAZINE: 

Like felons firſt in Newgate-ballads ſung, 

«© Then (giv'n to infamy) on Hounflew hung! 


Know when thou took'ſt of Ariſtarch the chair, 
My eyes expanded only to a ſtare : 

Softly, indeed, unto Wl af they whe Nen 
„ TounsoN *, thy place is d—mnably ſu ; 
« Not that I think Vis idol of a A PPT 

“ Longinus, Ariftotle, or Quintillian; 

«© Who gives (againſt ſound taſte, ſo apt to fin) 
© A pyramid's importance to a pin: 

„On ev'ry theme alike his pompous art, 

The gen'ral conflagration or a fart.“ 


* The late Dr. Johnſon for many years ſuperintended this ma- 
gazine, a poſt of honour afterwards aſſumed by Mr. Deputy 
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When into Fame's fair dome, t'inſult her throne, 
So free, as if the houſe had been thy own, 

Thou dar'dſt to ſhove a vile conundrum crew, 
—_— did I tell the nation with my pen, 

How fame in anger kick'd them out again; 
Threw at-their heads the lumber of their brains, 
And call'd-thee a pert puppy for thy pains ? 

On ſuck mark'd impudence did I harrangue, 
And give to public ſcorn the pigmy gang? 
Short are the hours that ſmuggled» praiſe can laſt, 
An echo, a poor meritricious blaſt ; 

A ſudden guſt that bids old ruins ſtare, 

And howling, whirls a feather through the air. 
Flatt'ry, a little fly deceiving laſs, 

With {mile reſiſtleſs, and a front of braſs, 

Shall reign, perchance, the idol of a day; 

Then like a batter'd harridan decay ; 

Whilſt TzuUTH, unfading, lifts the head on high, 
And dares the tooth of e'en old time defy ; 

Lifts her fair head, and looks with brow ſublime, 
On all the fading pageantries of time, 

Whoſe leather ſtretching conſcience intereſt ſways, 


Sham'd that th' Heſperian fruit defired praiſe; 


Should fall through ſordid avarice and ſpleen 
Upon thy head, and cram thy magazine. 
Charm'd as a child whoſe doting eye regards 


Its imitation of St. Paul's with cards; 


When fir'd by Plutarch's venerable name, 

Whoſe genius rais'd a pyramid to fame ; 

Thou gave of Bow—tx's life a goſhp's ſtory, 

And only rear'd a dunghill to thy glory; 

I rail'd not at thine infant emulation, 

Nor ſpread thy weakneſs, John, around the nation; 
Nay, griev'd was I, as all the world can tell, | 
That thou ſhould'ſt write a book that would not ſell. 
Oft have I whiſper'd to myſelf, < Enough | 
Of this moſt tireſome fellow's — ſtuff: 

« A magazine! a pedlar's, huckfter's ſhop, 

„ That harbours bruſh,. and cabbage-net, and mop, 
„Pan, gridir'n, button, buckle, bodkin, bread, 


Tape, turnip, malkins, nightcaps, green and 52. 
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« Pins, pipkins, garters, oatmeal, Jordan diſh, 
ce Stale 2 kw nails, and ſtinking fiſn; 
Yet bade I not the world its laugh prepare, 
To meet thy miſerable monthly ware: — 
Nay, man, I've prais'd thee—for example, faid, 
« Lo! in this cumbrous magazine difplay'd 
« Once in a year a verſe to raiſe our wonder, 
« Which proves that John may make a lucky blunder; 
«© How like the heavy mountain, om whole fide 
« A daiſy ſtarts in ſolitary pride!“ | 
Lo! from ebriety their ſons to ſave, | 
The Greeks oft ſhew*d the lads a drunken flave : 
I thus might thee, Oh ! gingling John, diſplay, 
 Asap example in the rhyming way, 
For printer's and their dæmons to avoid, | 
Whoſe labours might more wiſely be employ'd ;; 
But pity ſweetly whiſpers in my ear, 
&« Expoſe not folly that deſerves a tear 
« Set not the roaring lion at a rat, 
% Nor call down thunder to deſtroy. a gnat.” 
When map for honours *—ſoftly have I ſaid, 
What imp could put it in the printer's head? 
te Oh + may the fates the maniac over- rule, 
For titles cannot digsit 2 fool!“ e 
Complain not that P Ve wrong' d thy reputation, 
— calling thee the ſillieſt in the nation: 

o, John, be comforted, —it cannot be; 
I think I know a. few that equal thee. | 
Swear, ſwear not that I've ſaid, to w thy fame, 
That hirelings wrote each work which thy name; 
How falſe ! I know thou wroteſt many a line, | 
For all the blunders of the book are thine. 
A literary jackdaw, thou, God wot ! 
Vet by that thieviſh name I call'd thee not; 
A carrton-crow that lives upon the dead ; 
Yet hawk-like pounc'd I not upon thy head; 
A daring coiner ? lo! I let thee pals, 
Nor once impeach'd thy literary braſs ! 
_ hen enamour'd of thy monthly haſh, 

hou clapp'ſt another ſixpence on thy traſh ; 


* Alluding to John's ambition to become a Common-Council 


Man. 
E 2 Once 
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Once didſt thou hear me in a paſſion roar, 
Was ever impudence like this before? 
&« Inſtead of making in the affair a fuſs, 
« In ſoit ſoliloquy I whiſper'd thus : 
„% How bleſt the fool! the fool thinks all he knows; 
„% With joy he wakes, with joy his eye-lids cloſe ; 
% Pleas'd through thee to ſpread his own renown, 
* With calm contempt he looks on others down ; 
« Self and his own dear works th' eternal theme, 
« His daily idol and his nightly dream; 
„ Thrice envied being, whom no tongue can wound, 
* In pride's impenetrable armour bound! 
& How much in happineſs beyond the we, 
„Who view the greateſt men with pitying eyes, 
« O'fer human imbecility who groan, 
« And figh to think how little can be Known! 


Oh, do not to the muſe's hill reſort, 
AÆſop's dull brute a bumpkin midſt a court; 
With brother council crack the clumſy joke; a 
Midſt beer and brandy, bread and cheeſe, and ſmoke ; 
I Deſcend the ladder to the clouds below, 
fl Where erdinary men of Two-PENCE go; 1 


| Where vagrant knives and forks art bound in chains, 
| And never table cloth is ſpoil'd by ſtains ; 
| Where in the board's black hole (ſuperb deſign!) 
1 Pepper and ſalt in matrimony join; 
And in another hole, with frown and ſmile, 
Much, too, Jike marriage, vinegar and oil !— 
| Where—foS&towel (economic thought |!) 
| | A monſtrous maſtiff's after dinner brought, 
| Complacent waits on gentlemen's commands, 
| And yields his back ſo rough to wipe their hands 
- Such is the ſcene where thou ſhould' ever fit, 
Form'd to thy taſte, and ſuited to thy wi. 
Deal not in hiſt'ry, often have I ſaid, 
"Twill prove a moſt unprofitable trade: 
Talk not of PpAlN TIN, for thou know'ſt her not; 
Such coy acquaintance will not boil thy pot: 
Nor make ſtrong love to Mus 1c, ſhe's a dame 
Who ſmil-s not on the ſouls of earth, but flame. 
g - | bs 4b L Puſh 
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Puſh not thy brain to thought - thou canſt not thin 
From metaphyſic ſhould thy genius ſhrink ! 
To thee ſuperior ſee the goddeſs riſe, 
And hide her lofty head amidſt the ſkies ! 
Behold eternal midſt her beauties ſhroud, | 
And 'tis not thy weak eyes can pierce the cloud. 
Curs'd with the common furor of inditing, 
Yet if thy head poſſeſs the mange of writing: 
Go with 4:ography, and cool thy rage, 
Pen lives that cannot well diſgrace thy Page 3 
Deſcribe whom ev'ry nobler virtue curſes, 
A pair who mump with millions in their purſes. 
If loftier ſubjects thy ambition call, x 
Deſcant upon the giants of Guildhall, 


The Poet complaineth of the Cruelty of Authors, Au- 
thoreſſes, and the Blue Stacking Club, 


ELEGY To APOLLO. 


-» 


REAT are my enemies in trade, God knows ! 
There's not a poet but would ſtop my. note ; 
With ſuch a world of ſpite their venom flows, 
With ſuch good-will the knaves could cut my throat. 


Yet, how have I offended, Phoebus, ſay, $2 
To get ſo much ill-blood, ſuch curſing looks? 
It is becauſe my more ambitious lay e 29 

Diſdains to viſit trunk-makers and cooks. 


To go with them to grocers, and to men 
Who fortune in that weed tobacco ſee; 
From thence come deeply laden back again, 
With ſugar, pigtail, pepper, and rappee ? | 
E 3 The 
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The man of words, of ſtilt - ſupported phraſe, 


The gliſt'ning Hayley ſcorns whate'er I write; 
This will- o'wiſp of verſe diſdains my lays; 
Tales, odes, or any thing, yield him delight! 


So ſoſtly, yet in ware fo humbly dealing! 
So claſfically taſteleſs! big with nought ! 
So tender, yet ſo deſtitute of feeling ! 
So ſentimental, too, without a thought! 


I ſee the band of 4lue ſtockings ariſe, 
Hiftoric, critic, and poetic dames! 

This lifts her palms, and that her marv'ling eyes, 
And ſqueaks, The fellow's ſtuff ſhould feel the 


„ flames. 


* Such is the way his works ſhould come to light; 
Thus rail thoſe dames of clafhc erudition ; 

Thus leagu'd with wit, unmerciful they bite 
Thy fav'rite bard, O Pheebus, and phyſician. 


And now I hear a ſcore in union bawl,— 
In cold contempt ſhall poor Pz0zzi figh ? 

« Miſs Hannan More into oblivion fall ? 
Dear Miſtreſs MoxnTAcuE neglected lie? 


« Thoſe rich Corinthian pillars of the club, 
« Sink to the ground fo vile, with duſt beſpread ; 
« Whilſt he of motley-poetry the SCRUB *, 
«© Ere&s coloflus-lke his brazen head! 


« Oh! let the ſcullion uſe his vapid book, 

e Inſtead of difhclouts, when her hands ſhe wipes : 
% Oh! let the kindled leaves aſſiſt the cook, 

« And of old wafherwomen light the pipes!“ 


Thus in my condemnation all agree, 

The mighty cloud-capp'd PETTICOATED WISE ; 
Whilft 4 (as conſcious of the juſt decree) 

In proud diidain their ſnuff clad noſes rife ! 


*The Poet here fancifully alludeth to Mr. Scrub, the ſervant 
of all work, in Farquhar's play of the Beaux Stratagem. 
The 
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The Miſſes ſad of elegy my foes, ; | a 
Say my rude genius wants the genuine fire ; 
Bald all my rhimes, my verſes meaſured proſe, 
That bears would better touch the muſe's lyre. 


The riddle and conundrum-mongers 125 | 
4 Pſhaw ! damn his lyric odes and fatires all; 
« His ſtrength in fields pTAR AR dares he try? 
« Soon would the almanac record his fall 1” 


Thus with dread voice my enemies exclaim ! 
Thus am I doom'd to gulp the bitter pill ! 
Themſelves, fair traders of the moumt they name, 
But me a ſmuggler on thy facred hill! 


God of us lyrics, ſhall I rouſe my rhyme, 
Confound the gang, and vindicate my lay, 
Or calmly leave them to devouring time, 


Who dines upon ſuch witlings every day? 


SOME diſcontents arifing among the more enlight- 


ened members of the R—y—l S—c—ty, on account 
of Sir Joſeph's non-communication of wiſdom to the 
Royal Journals, ſpurred the knight on at laſt to open 
his mouth.-He told an intimate friend that he bad 
made a diſcovery that would aftoniſh the world, enrich 
the journals, and render himſelf immortal.-With the 
moſt important confidence and philoſophic ſolemnity, 
he affirmed, that he was upon the very eve of proving 
what had never entered into the foul of man, viz. 
That rLEAS were LOBSTERS.—Accordingly, Jonas 
DR VAN DER was ordered to go and collect fifteen hun- 
dred fleas, and boil them; which, if they changed to 
the fine crimſon of the lobſter, would put the identity 
of the lobſter ſpecies beyond he polibility of a 9 

d 
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At length, the beds of the preſident were ranſacked 
by his FLEA-CRIMP, Jonas,—PFifteen hundred of the 
hopping inhabitants were caught, and paſſed the dread- 


ful ordeal of boiling water : with what ſucceſs, O gentle 
reader, the Ode will inform thee. 7 


SIR JOSEPH BANKS ö 
x= x 


1 AND THE 
BOILED FLEAS. : 


|! be the man who thought upon a college, 
The market of all forts of knowledge, 
Th' Emporium, as we claſſic people ſay : 
Nay, he upon ſocieties who thought, 
To learning's ſtock a deal of treaſure brought, 
Dragging obſcurity ſo deep to day ; 
Making the dame turn out her bag, 
Conceal'd beneath her inky cloak; | 
Examining the ſmalleſt rag, | 
Blacken'd by time's moſt ſacred ſmoke. 


To ufe a fimile a little rough, _ 
Stripping dame nature to her very buff; 
Or, to be ſomewhat more in ſpeech refin'd, 
By dint of pow'rs of eye and mind, 
Enlight'ning what through darknefs might eſcape, 
Embroid'ring thus with filver-ſpangles crape. 


The mention of ſocieties recalls 
Of SomersErT * the lofty walls, 

The hive where fam'd Sir Joſeph reigns queen bee; 
Though men, to whom Sir Joſeph is not known, 
Moſt certainly muſt take him for a drone , 

Whoſe face by floven nature's hard decree, 


The Royal Scciety hold their meetings there now. 
| Seems 
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Seems form'd fair ladies' pockets to alarm, 
Rather than ſteal their tender hearts by charm, 


Well! ſo much for Sir 1 face, 
And eke about the hive- like place, 

Where our Sir Joſeph reigns queen bee; 
And verily queen bee's a proper name, 
For, reader, know it is a royal dame, 

Who to her ſubjects ifſueth decree, 


Sendeth her ſubjects eaſt and weſt, 

To pitch on flow'rs and weeds the beſt, 
And bring ſweet treaſure to the hive : 

She keepeth, too, of gentleman a band, 

To ſay ſoft things, and flatter, kiſs her hand, | 
Who eat the honey for ſuch deeds, and thrive, 


Sir Joſeph has his flatt'rers, too, in hand, 

Who ſay ſoft things—yea, very ſoft, indeed, 
For which the gentle flatt'ring band 

Gain butter'd toaſt, ſweet flatt*ry's oily meed. 


A girl for novelty where'er it lies, 

In moſles, fleas, or cockle-ſhells, or flies, 
Sir Joſeph ever ſeeks for ſomething new: 

Of this, whene'er he ſits, he gravely talks, 

Or whilſt he eats, or drinks, or runs, or walks, 
Amidſt his royal and attendant crew, 


One morning, at his houſe in Soho-ſquare, 
As with a ſolemn awe-inſpiring air, 
Amidſt ſome royal ſycophants he fat, 
Moſt manfully their maſticators uſing, 
Moſt pleaſantly their greaſy mouths amuſing, 
With coffee, butter d toaſt, and bird's neſt chat; 
In Jonas Dryander, the fav'rite, came, 
Who manufactures all Sir Joſeph's fame—— — 
«© What _ ö Sir Joſeph bawl'd ! ſay, Jonas, 
«6 fay Pas 4 | 
& T've boil'd juſt fifteen hundred,” —Jonas whin'd— 
„The dev] a one change colour could I find; 
Intelligence creating dire diſmay ! !=— 
| Then 
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Then Jonas curs'd, with many a wicked wiſh, 
Then ſhew'd the ſtubborn fleas upon a diſh.—— 
% How,” roar'd the Preſident, and backward fell 
« There goes, then, my hypotheſis to hell ! !”? 
And now his head in deep deſpair he ſhook ; 

Now clos'd his eyes, and now upon his breaſt, 

He, mutt*ring, droop'd, his fable beard unbleſt; 
Now twirl'd his thumbs, and groan'd with piteous 


look. 
Dead ftruck fat AuBzzxT, BLAGDEN, PLANTA, Wovpx, 
Whoſe jaw-bones in the mumbling trade employ'd, F 
Half open'd, gap'd, in ſudden upor loſt ; $ 


Whilſt from the mouth of ev'ry gaping man, 
In many rills the cream-clad coffee ran, 
Supporting dainty bits of butter'd toaſt. 


When gaining ſpeech, the paraſitic crowd 
Lew wh, — . in uniſon aloud: 
« Heav'ns! What's the matter? Dear Sir Joſeph, 43 
| te pra ? c 
Dumd to their aneftions the great man remain d- | 
The knight, deep pond'ring, nought vouchſaf'd to ſay: | 
Again the GENTLEMEN their voices rais'd ; 
Sudden the preſident of flies, amaz'd, 
Strides round the room, with diſappointment. mad, 15 
Whilſt ev'ry eye, enlarg'd with wonder, rolls; | 
And now his head againſt the wainſcot leaning, | 
Since you. muſt know, muſt know, he faid, the |; | 
= «© meaning, p 


« Fleas are not lobſters, damn their ſouls * * | 


* The author would not have ſo frequently taken the liberty 
of putting vulgariſms into the worthy Preſident's mouth, had he 
not known that Sir Joſeph was the moſt accompliſhed ſwearer of 


the Royal Society. 
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INSTRUCTIONS 


TO A LATE CELEBRATED - 


L AU EC 


$1C TRANSIT GLORIA MUND1! Old Sun Diali. 


1 ſoon as e' er thou ſtrik*ſt thy golden lyre, 
"0 Thy brother Peter's muſe is all on fire, 

To ſing of kings and queens, and ſuch rare folk: 
Yet, *midſt thy heap of compliments ſo fine, 
Say, may we venture to beheve a line ? 

You Oxford wits moſt dearly love a joke ! 


S Son of the NI xE, thou writeſt well on ou] 
Thy thund”ring ſtanza, and its . 12 thought, 
1 I think muſt put a dog into a laugh: 
EpwaRD and Harry were much braver men, 
Than this new chriſten'd hero of thy pen; 
Yes, laurell'd opEMAN, braver far, by half. 


Though on Blackheath, and Wimbledon's wide plain, 

George keeps his hat off in a ſhow'r of rain; 

Sees 2 and bayonets without a dread, 

Nor at a volley winks, nor ducks his head. 

Although at grand reviews he ſeems ſo bleſt, 

And leaves at ſix o'clock his downy neſt, 

Dead to the charms of blanket, wife, or bolſters, 
Unlike his officers, who, fond of cramming, * 
And at reviews afraid of thirſt and famine, 

With bread and cheeſe, and brandy, fill their holſters. 


. Sure, Tom, we ſhould do juſtice to Queen Beſs; 
3 His preſent Majeſty, whom Heav'n long bleſs 
| | With 
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With wiſdom, wit, and arts of choiceſt quality, 
Will never get, I fear, ſo fine a niche 


As that old queen, though often call'd old b==ch, 
In fame's coloſſal-houſe of immortality, 


As for John Dryden's Charles—that king, 
Indeed, was never any mighty thing 
He merited few honours from the pen 
And yet he was a dev*liſh hearty fellow, 
Enjoy'd his girl, and bottle—and got mellow 
And mind kept company with gentlemen /! 


RR > 


For, hke ſome kings, in hobby grooms, 

Knights of the manger, curry-combs, and brooms, 

Loſt to all glory, Charles did not delight 
Nor jok'd by day with pages, ſervant-maids, | 
Large, red poll'd, blowzy, hard two-handed jades; { 

Indeed, I know not what Charles did by nig/t. | 


Reader, I am of Candor a great lover; 
In ſhort, I'm Candor's ſelf all over; 
Sweet as a candied cake from top to toe ; 
Make it a rule that virtue ſhall be prais'd : 
And humble merit from her back be rais'd : F 
What thinkeſt thou of Peter now? 


Thou crieſt, Oh! how falſe! behold thy king, 
„Of whom thou ſcarcely ſay'ſt a handſome thing; 
„That king hath virtues that ſhould make thee ſtare.“ 
Is it fo ?—then the ſin's in me 
*Tis my vile optics that can't fee—— 
Then pray for them when next thou ſay*ſt a pray'r. 


But p'rhaps, aloſt on his imperial throne, 

So diſtant, O ye gods, from ev'ry one, 

The royal virtues are, like many a ſtar, 
Remov d from this our pigmy ſyſtem too far; 
Whoſe light, though flying ever ſince creation, 
Hath not yet pitch'd upon our nation. 


Then may the royal ray be ſcon explor'd— | 
And, Thomas, if thou'lt ſwear thou art not hum- 
8 ru 
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I'll take my ſpying-glaſs, and bring thee word, 
The inftant I behold it coming. 


But, Thomas Wharton, without joking, | 
Art thou, or art thou not, thy ſovereign mocking ? 
How can'ſt thou ſeriouſſy declare, 
That G the Third, 

With Creſſy's Edward can compare, 

Or Harry? —'tis too bad, upon my word. 
G—e is a clever king, I muſt needs own, 
And cuts a jolly figure on the throne. 


Now thou exclaim'ſt, © Add-rot it, Peter, pray, 
„% What to the devil ſhall I ſing or ſay? 


I' tell thee what to ſay, O tuneful Tom 
Sing how a monarch when his ſon was dying, 
His gracious eyes and ears were edifying, 

By Abbey company and kettle-drum : 

Leaving that ſon to death and the phyſician, 

Between two fires—a forlorn—hope condition ; 

Two poachers, who make man their game, 

And, ſpecial markſmen ! ſeldom miſs their aim. 


Say, though the monarch did not ſee his ſon 
le kept aloof through fatherly affection 
Determined nothing ſhould be done, 

To bring on uſeleſs tears and diſmal recollection. 
For what can tears avail, and piteous fighs ? 
Death heeds not howls nor dripping eyes 
And what are fighs and tears but wind and water, 
That ſhew the leakineſs of mortal nature. 


Reader, thou'lt with my ſimile not quarrel : 
Like air and any ſort of drin«ͤ« ö 
Whizzing and oozing through each chink, 

That prove the weakneſs of the. barrel, 


Say—for the Prince, when wet was ev'ry eye, 
And thouſands pour'd to heav'n the pitying figh, 
Devout; 
Say how a K—, unable to diſſemble, 
Order'd the Stppoxs to his houſe, and KEMBLE, 
| To ſpout !! 


F Gave | 
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Gave them ice · creams and wines ſo dear 
Who ne'er could get till -h a thimbleful of beer ? 


For which they've thank'd the author of this metr 


Can 


Fidelecit, the moral- mender, Peter, 
| Who in his works is often heard t'exclaim, 


And call ſuch royal avarice a ſhame, 


Say !—but I'll teach thee how to /ay an opx, 
Thus ſhall thy labours viſit fame's abode 
In company with my immortal lay—— 

And look, Tou- thus I fire away. 


A NEW WAY OF MAKING 


A BIRTH-DAY ODE. 


THIS day, this very day gave birth 
Not to the &righteft monarch upon earth, 
Becauſe there are ſome brighter and as big— 

Who love the arts that man exalts to heav'n— 
G——e loves them likewiſe when they're giv'n 
To four-legg'd gentry, chriſten'd dog and pig *, - 
Whoſe acts in this our wnerlighten'd nation 8) 

Have much improv'd the Britiſh education, 


Full of the art of brewing beer, 
The monarch heard of Mr. WuITEBREAPD's fame. 
Quoth he, one day, unto the queen, My dear, 
«© Whitebread hath got a marvellous great name; 
„ Shame, ſhame, we have not yet this brew-houſe 
« ſeen;: 4 
Thus faid the King unto the queen. 


Red hot with novelty's delightful rage, 
To Mr. Whitebread forth he ſent a page, 


The dancing dogs and learaed pig have made a part of royal 
- amuſement, | | T 
| 0 


BW 
To ſay that majeſty propos'd to view, 
With thirſt of knowledge deep inflam'd, 


His vats, and tubs, and hops, and hogſheads fam'd, 
And learn the noble ſecret how to brew. 


Of ſuch unthought-of honour proud, 

Moſt lowly Mr. Whitebread bow'd ; 

So bumbly, ſo the humble ſtory goes, 

He touch'd e' en terra-firma with his noſe ; 

Then ſaid unto the page, Hgbt, Billy Ramus, 


% Happy are we that our great K ſhould name us 


« As worthy unto majeſty to ſhew 
« How very dext'rouſly we brew. 


Away Proms Billy Ramus quick as thought, 
To majeſty the welcome ridings brought: 
Then told how Whitebread ſtar'd like any ſtake, 
And trembled—then the civil things he ſaid — 
On which the K did ſmile and nod his head; 
For monarchs love to ſee their ſubjects quake; 
Such horrors unto kings moſt pleaſant are, 
Proclaiming rev*rence and humility —  _ 
High thoughts, too, all thoſe ſhaking fits declare 
Of — grandeur and great capability ! : 


People of worſhip, wealth, and birth, 
Look on the humbler ſons of earth, . 
Indeed in a moſt humble light, God knows! 1 
High ſtations are like Dover's tow'ring cliffs, 
Where ſhips below appear like little ſkiffs, : 
The people walking on the Strand like crows, 


Muſe, ſing the ſtir that Mr. Whitebread made; 
Poor gentleman ! moſt terribly afraid 
He ſhould not charm enough his gueſts divine : 
His maids had all new aprons, gowns, and ſmocks ; 
And lo! two hundred pounds were ſpent in frocks, 
To, make the brewers and the draymen fine. — 


Buſy as horſes in a field of clover, 


Dogs, cats, and chairs, and ſtools, were tumbled over, 


Amidſt the Whitebread-rout of preparation 
To trezt the lofty ruler of the nation. 
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Now mov'd KI x, QUEEN, and PRINCESSES ſo grand, 
To viſit the firſt brewer in the land ʒ-—· 

Who ſometimes drank his beer, and munch'd his meat 
In a ſnug corner chriſtened Chiſwell-ſtreet. 


Lord AyLEesBuzy,. and Denbigh's Lord 44%, 

His Grace the Duke of MonTacve khew/e, 
With Lady HaRcouzr, join'd the rarce-/how, 
And fix'd all Smithfield's marv'ling eyes 
For lo! a greater ſhow ne'er grac'd thoſe quarters 

Since Mary. roaſted, juſt like crabs, the martyrs. 


Arriv'd, the K—— broad grinn'd, and gave a nod 
To Mr. Whitebread, who had Gop | 
Come down with his angels to behold his beer, 
With more reſpect he never could have met - 
Indeed the man was in a ſweat, 

So much the BREWER did the K revere. 


Her majeſty contriv*d to make a dig | 

Light as a feather then the K id ſkip, 

And aſk'd a thoufand queſtions with a laugh, 
Before poor Whitebread well could anſwer half. 


Dear Tom! my ode ſhould have a file 
Well! in Jamaica, on a tam'rind-tree, | 
Five hundred parrots, gabbling juſt like Jews, 
I ſaw— Such noiſe the feather'd imps did make, 
As made my pericranjum ake 
Aſking and telling parrot news. 


Then was the brewhouſe fill'd with gabbling noiſe, 
Whilſt draymen and. the brewhouſe. boys | 
Did eat the queſtions which the king did aſk : 
In diff rent parties were they ſtaring ſeen, | 
Wond'ring to think they ſaw a king and queen: 
Behind a tub were ſome, and ſome behind a caſk. 


Some draymen fix'd themſelves (a pretty luncheon) 
Into the mouth of many a gaping puncheon, 
And through the bung-hole wink'd with curious eye, 
| To view, and be aſſured what ſort of things 

Were princeſſes, and queens, and kings; 


For whoſe moſt lofty ſtations thouſands gh a 


And 
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And lo! of all the gaping puncheon clan, 
Few were the mouths that had not got a man ! 


Now majeſty into a pump ſo deep 

Did with an opera-glaſs of Dol LAxp peep, 

Examining with care each wond*rous matter 
That brought up water 

Thus have I ſeen a magpie in the ſtreet, 

A chatt*ring bird we often meet; 


A bird for curioſity well known, " 


With head awry 


And cunning eye, | yy 


Peep knowingly into a marrow-bone. 


Thus, Tom, my fimilies I ſcatter, 
And ſo proceed in my poetic matter. 


And now his curious M did ſtoop 
To count the nails on ev*ry * 

And lo! no ſingle thing came in his way, 
That full of deep reſearch he did not ſay, 


« What's this? he, he! what's that? what's this? 


« what's that? ; 
So quick the words, too, when he deign'd to ſpeak, 
As if the ſyllables would break their neck, 


Thus, to the world of great whilſt others crawl, 
Our ſovereign peeps into the world of /mall ! 
Thus microſcopic geniuſes explore | 
Things that too oft provoke the public ſcorn, 
Yet ſwell of uſeful knowledges the ſtore, 
By finding ſyſtems in a pepper-corn. 


Now Mr. Whitebread, ſerious, did declare, 

To make the majeſty of England ſtare, 

That he had butts, enough, he knew, 

Plac'd fide by fide, , wauld reach along to Kew : 

On which the K with wonder ſwiftly cried, 

« What? if they reach to Kew, then, ſide by ſide, 
«© What would they do plac'd end to end ? ” © 

To whom with knitted calculating brow, 

The man of beer moſt ſolemnly did vow, 


Almoſt to Windſor that they would extend ; 15 


3 | On 


Po 
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On which the K —, with wond'ring mien, 
Repeated it unto the wond'ring queen: 

On which quick turning round his halter'd head, 
The brewer's horſe with face aſtoniſn'd neigh'd ; 

The brewer's dog, too, pour'd a note of thunder, 
Rattled his chain, and wagg'd his tail with wonder. 


Nov did the K for other beers enquire, 
For Calvert's, Jordan's, Trueman's, Thrale's intire— 


+ g 8 _ 
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And, after talking of theſe diffrent beers, 3 
Aſk*d Whitebread, if i porter equall'd theirs ? 0 
This was a puzzling diſagreeing queſtion, | \ 


Grating like arſenic on his hoſt's digeſtion ; 1 
A kind of queſtion to the man of caſk, 1 
That not een Solomon himſelf would aſk. 1 


Now majeſty, alive to knowledge, took 

A very yu memorandum book, 
With gilded leaves of aſs's ſkin ſo white, 

And in it legibly began to write 


MEMORANDUM. + 


A charming place beneath the grates, 
For roaſting cheſnuts and potates. 


M E M. 


Tis hops that give a bitterneſs to beer. 
Hops grow in Kent, ſays Whitebread, and elſewhere. 


QUE RE. 


Is there no > cheaper ſtuff, that can be found ? 
Would not horſe-aloes do as well if ground ? 


| M E M. 
To try it ſoon at home on our ſmall beer, 
Twill fave perhaps a twenty pounds a- year. 


ME M. 
Io rememher to forget to aſk 


r one day 


E 


ME N. 


Not to forget to take of beer the caſk 
The brewer offer d me away. 


Now having pencill'd his remarks fo /hrewd— 
Sharp as the point of a new pin, 

His MAJESTY his watch moſt ſagely view'd, 
And then ſhut up his leaves of aſs's ſkin. 


To Whitebread now deign'd majeſty to fay, 
«« Whitebread, are all your horſes fond of hay? 


« Yes, pleaſe your MAJESTY,” in humble notes, 


The brewer anſwer' d“ alſo, Sir, of oats. 
Another thing my horſes, too, maintains — 
% And that, an't pleaſe your majeſty, are grains.“ 


„% Grains, grains?“ faid majeEsTY, © to fill their 
“ crops ? 

« Grains, grains ?—that come from hops—yes, hops, 
% hops.''— 


Here was the K1nG like hounds ſometimes at fault 
% Sire,“ cried the humble brewer, © give me leave 
« Your ſacred majeſty to undeceive. 

„ Grains, Sire, are never made from hops, but malt.“ 


& True,“ ſaid the cautious monarch, with a ſmile, 

« From malt, malt, malt—TI meant malt all the while.“ 
«© Yes,” with the ſweeteſt bow, rejoin'd the brewer, 
«© An't pleaſe your MAIESH v, you did, I'm ſure.” 

«© Yes,” anſwer'd MAjEsTY, with quick reply, 

&« J did, 1 did, I did, I, I, I, I. 


Reader, whene'er thou doſt eſpy a noſe 

That bright with many a ruby glows ; 

That noſe, thou may*ſt pronounce, nay ſafely ſwear, 
Was nurs'd on ſomething better than /mall beer. 


Thus, when thou findeſt kings in brewing wiſe 
In nat*ral hiſt'ry holding lofty ſtation ; 

Thou may'ſt conclude, with marv'ling eyes, 
Such kings have had a goodly education — 1 
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Now dtd the king admire the bell ſo fine, 

That daily aſks the draymen all to dine : - 

On which the bell rung out (how very proper!) 
To ſhew it was a bell, and had a clapper. 


And now before their ſov'reign's curious eye, 
Parents and children, fine, fat, hopeful ſprigs, 
All ſnuffling, ſquinting, grunting in their ſty, 
Appear'd the brewer's tribe of handſome pigs : 
On which th'obſervant Man who fills a throne, 
Declar'd the pigs were vaſtly like his own. 


Now did his MajesTy ſo gracious fay 
To Mr. Whitebread, in his flying way, | 
«© Whitebread, d'ye ict th? exciſemen now and then? 
«© He, Whitebread, when d'ye think to leave off 
“ trade? | 
« He? what? Miſs Whitebread's ſtill a maid, a 
« maid! 
« What, what's the matter with the men? 
„ Dye hunt? —hæ, hunt? No, no, you are too old— 
« You'll be Lon D Mayox—Lorp Mayor one day. 
« Yes, yes, I've heard ſo—yes, yes, ſo I'm told : 
«© Don't, don't the fine for ſheriff pay 
„I' prick you ev'ry year, man, I declare: 
« Yes, Whitebread,—yes, yes,—you ſhall be Lord 
„ Mayor, CS” 


« Whitebread, d'ye keep a coach, or job one, pray? 
Job, Job, that's cheapeſt—yes, that's beſt, that's 
6 beſt— 


% You put your liv'ries on your dra en—he ? 
& He, Whitebread ? you have feather'd well your 
“ neſt, 
% What is the price, now, of all your ſtock ? 
« But, Whitebread, what's o'clock ? pray what's 
„ o*clock ? * | . | 


Now Whitebread inward ſaid, «© May I be curſt 

« If I know what to anſwer ff.” 

Then ſearch'd his brains with —— eye 
But ne' er the man of malt an anſwer found, 
Quick on his heel, lo! MAE ST x turn'd round, 


Skipp'd off, and baulk'd the pleaſure of reply. 
; Kings 
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Kings in inquiſitiveneſs ſhould all be ſtrong 

From curioſity doth wiſdom flow: 

For 'tis a maxim I've adopted long, 8 
The more a man exquires, the more he II . 


Reader, didſt ever ſee a water - ſpout _—- 
Tis poffible that thou wilt anſwer . No.” 

Well then! he makes a moſt infernal rout :- 
Sucks like an elephant the waves below, - . 

With huge proboſcis, reaching from the ſky, 

As if he meant to drink the ocean dry : "+ the 

At length / full, he can't hold one drop more 

He burſts, down ruſh the waters with a rar. 


Thus have ſeen a monarch at reviews 

Suck from the tribe of officers the news, 

Then bear in triumph off each wond'rous matter, 
And fouce it to the EN with /ach a clatter ! 


I always would advife folks to aſk queſtions 
For, truly, queſtions are the keys of knowledge: 
Soldiers that forage for the mind's digeſtions— 
Cut figure at the Old Batley, and at College: 
Make Chancellors, Chief Iuſtices, and Judges, 
Ev'n of the loweſt green-bag drudges. 


The ſages ſay, Dame Txurn delights to dwell, 
Strange manſion ! in the bottom of a wel 
Queſtions are then the windlaſs and the rope 
That draw the grave old gentlewoman up. 
Damnable * jokes, and unmannerly ſuggeſtions, 
Reflecting upon kings for aſking queſtions, 


Now, having well employ'd his royal lungs— s 
On nails, hoops, ſtaves, pumps, barrels, and their 
bungs, | 
The K and Co. ſat down to a collation, 
Of fleſh, and fiſh, and fowl of ev'ry nation. 


Dire was the clang of plates, of knife, and fork, 
That merc'leſs fell, like tomohawks, to work, 


* Alluding to the late Dr. Johnſon's laugh at a great perſonage, 
for a laudable curiofity in the Queen's library, ſome years MED 
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And fearleſs ſcalp'd the fowl, the fiſh, and cattle, 
Whilſt Whitebread, in the rear, beheld the battle. 


The conqu'ring monarch _— to take breath 
E 


Amidſt the regiments of death, r 
Now turn'd to Whitebread with complacence round, 
And, merry, thus addreſs'd the man of beer— |, + 
« Whitebread, is't true? is't true ? I hear, I hear 
«© You're of an ancient family renown'd— | 
« What ? what? I'm told that you're a limb 

% Of Pym, the famous fellow Pym; . 

« What, Whitebread, is it true what people ſay ? 
Son of a round-head, are you? hae? hae? hae? 


I'm told that you ſend bibles to your votes 
„A ſnuffling round-headed fociety | 
% Pray'r books, inſtead of caſh, to buy them coats— 
« Bunyans and Praclices of Piety : 1 
4 Your Bedford votes would wiſh to change their fare; 
« Rather have caſh—yes, yes—than a 9 of pray”'r. 
„ Thirtieth of January don't you feed? 
6« Yes, yes, you eat calf's head, you eat calf's head.“ 


Now having wonders done on fleſh, fowl, fiſh, _ 
Whole hoſts o'erturn*'d—and ſeiz'd on all ſupplies, 

The royal viſitors expreſs'd a wiſh 1 
To turn to Houſe of Buckingham their eyes. 


But firſt the monarch, ſo polite, 
Aſk' d Mr. Whitebread if he'd.be a knight— 
Unwyuling in the liſt to be enroll'd, 2 
Whitebread contemplated the knights of Pzo, 
Then to his gen'rous ſov'reign made a leg, 
And ſaid, . He was afraid he was too old. 
He thank'd, however, his moſt gracious KING, 
For offering to make him ach a THING, 


But, ah ! a diffrent reaſon *twas, I fear ! 
It was not age that bade the man of beer 

The proffer'd honour of the monarcn ſhun ; 
The tale of Margaret's knife, and royal fright, 
Had almoſt made him damn the name of Eight: 


A tale that furrow'd ſuch a world of fun. 2 
Tek; | 6 
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He mock'd the prayer *, too, by the K appointed, 
Ev'n by 1 the Lord's et TED— . . * 
A foe to faſt, too, is he, let me tell ye, 

And though a preſbyterian cannot think, 
Heav'n (quarrelling with meat and drink) 


Joys in the grumble of a hungry belly. 


3 


Now from the table, with Caſarian air, 
Up roſe the uo Re, with his laurell'd brow, 
When Mr. Whitebread, waiting on his chair, 
Expreſs'd much thanks, much joy, and made a bow. 


Miſs Whitebread now ſo thick her courteſies drops, 

Thick as her worthy father's Kentiſh hops, | 

Which hop-like courteſies were return'd by dips 

That never hurt the royal knees and hips : | 

For hips and knees of QUEENs are ſacred things, 
That only bend on GALA days 1 
Before the beſt of kings, 

When odes of triumph ſound his praiſe. 


Now through a thund' ring peal of kind huzzas, 
Proceeeding ſome from hir d, and unkind jaws, 

The ra er- bono thought proper to retire; f 
Whilſt Mr. Whitebread and his daughter fair 
Survey'd all Chiſwell- ſtreet with lofty air, EE 

For lo! they felt themſelves ſome fix feet higher, 


— 


— —— 


SUCH, Tromas, is the way to write! 
Thus ſhould*ſt thou birth-day ſongs indite ; 
Then ſtick to earth, and leave the lofty ſky, 
No more of ti tum, and ti tam ti. 


Thus ſhould an honeſt laureat write of king. 
Not praiſe them for imaginary things : 

I own I cannot make my ſtubborn rhyme 
Call ev'ry king a character ſublime ; . | 
For conſcience will not ſuffer me to wander + 
So very widely from the paths of candour. | 4 


* For the miraculous eſcape from the attempt of the inſane 
Margaret Nicholſon, 2 
| I know 


6 
I know full well ſome kings * are to be ſeen, 
To whom my verſe ſo bold would give the ſpleen ; 
Should that bold verſe declare they wanted brains— 
I won't ſay that they never brains poſſeſt— 


They may have been with ſuch a preſent bleſt, 
And therefore fancy that ſome ſtill remains. 


For ev'ry well-experienced ſurgeon knows 
That men, who with their legs have parted, - 
Swear that they*ve felt a pain in all their r, 
An! often at the twinges ffarted ; | 
Then ſtarted upon their oaken ſtumps, in vain ! 
Fancying the toes were all come back again. 


If men, then, who their abſent toes have mourn'd, 
Can fancy thoſe ſame toes at times return'd ; 

So kings, in matters of intelligences, 17 

May fancy they have ſtumbled on their /ex/es. 


Yes, Tom—mine is the way of writing ode 

Why lifteth thou thy pious eyes to Gop ? 

Strange diſappointment in thy looks I read ; 

And now I hear thee in proud triumph cry, 

« Is this an action, P—t—r ? this a deed, 

«© To raiſe a monarch to the ſky? * 

«© Tubs, porter, pumps, vats, all the M Hitebread throng, 
« Rare things to figure in the muſe's ſong !'” | 


Thomas, I here proteſt I want no quarrels 
With kings and brewers, parter, pumps, or barrels 
Far from my dove-like temple be ſuch ftrife ! 
But this, I'll tell thee, Thomas, for a fact, 
Thy CææsAR never did an act 
More wiſe, more glorious, in his life. 


Now God preſerve all wonder-hunting KINGs, 10% 
Whether at Windſor, Buckingham, or Kew-Houſe, 
And may they never do more fooliſh things! 


Than viſiting Sau WHITEBREAD and his brewhouſe. 


Foreign kings. 
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A PEEP ar Sr. AME Ss. 


Juſt as the-maggot bites, Ltake-my way 
o painters now my court reſpectful pay ; 
Now (ever welcome!) on the Muſle's wings, 
Drop in at or, on the beſt of KINGS; 
Now, at St. James's, about Hanpzri prate, 
Hear odes, ſee Lords and Squires, and ſmile at State. 


Pp ROA MI U M. 


NOW, reader, that the LAuxxxrꝰs poſt ſublime 
Is deſtin d. to record, in tuneful rhyme, 
The deeds of Britiſh monarchs, twice a year: 
If great—how happy is the tuneful tongue 
If pitiful— (as Shakeſpeare ſays) the fong 
++ Muſt ſuckle fools, and chronick ſmall beer.“ 


But bards muſt take the 2p5717 with the d 
Kings cannot always oracles be hatching ; 
Maggots are oft the tenants of a crown— 


herefore, like thoſe in cheeſe, not Yon the 
catching. 


O gentle reader ! if, by God? grace, 
Or (what's more ſought) n . 
Thou get'ſt, of lyric trumpeter, the place, 
And 1 * are, like gudgeons, gaping fort; 
| (at a palace if thou mean'ft to thrive 
And of a ſtaunch ald coachman earn to drive. . 


G Whene er 
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hene er employ'd to celebrate a king, 
Let fancy lend thy muſe her loftieſt wing W 
Stun with thy minſtrelſy the fright'ned ſphere ; 
Bid thy voice thunder like a hundred batteries; 
For common ſounds, conveying common flatteries, 
Are zephyrs whiſp'ring to the royal ear. 


Know—4glutton-like, on praiſe each monarch crams : 
Hot ſpices ſuit alone their per'd nature: 

Alas! the ſtomach, parch'd by burning drams, 
With mad-dog terror ſtarts at ſimple water. 


Fierce is each royal Mania for applauſe ; 

And, as a horſe-pond wide, are monarch maws,.— 
Form'd, therefore, on a pretty ample ſcale : 

To ſound the decent panegyric note, 

To pour the moaeft flatt ries down their throat, 
Were offering ſhrimps for dinner to a whale. -* 


And mind, whene'er thou ſtrik'ſt the lyre to kings, 
To teach to Abigails of courts, the ſtrings ;j— 
Give the queen's toad-eater a handſome ſop, © 
And ſwear ſhe always has more grace 
Than ev'n to ſell the meanef place— 
Swear, too, the woman keeps no title-ſhop ; 


Sells not, like Jews in Paul's Church-Yard, their ware, 
Who on each paſſenger for cuſtom ſtare; | _ 
And, in the. happy tones of traffic, cry, | 
« Sher / wat you buy, Sher Madam vas you buy ?” 


Thus, reader, ends the prologue to my Ode ! 
The true-bed courtiers wonder whilit I preach, 
And, with grave vizards, and ſtretch'd eyes to God, 
Pronounce my ſermon a moſt impious ſpeech. 
With all my ſpirit—let them damn my lays 
A courtier's curſes are exalted praiſe. 
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I HEAR a ſtartled moraliſt exclaim, _ 
% Pie, Peter, PErEx I fie for ſhame! © 

4 Such counſel diſagrees with my digeſtion.” _ 
Well! well then, my old Sock ares, to pleaſe thee, 
For much I'm willing of thy qualms to eaſe thee, 


Par 


Ill nobly take the other fide the queſtion, 
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Par Exemple: 


Fair praiſe is ſterling gold—all ſhould deſire it 
Flatt'ry, baſe coin—a cheat upon the nation: 
And yet, our vanity doth much admire it, 
And really gives it all its circulation. 


Flatt'ry's a fly infinuating ſcrew— 
The world—a bottle of tokay ſo fine— 
The engine always can its cork ſubdue, _ 
And make an eaſy pris'ner of the wine. 


Flatt'ry's an ivy wri ling round an ax 
This oak is often — blunt Jonn BuLL—. 

Which ivy would its great ſupporter choc, 
Whilſt Jonx (fo thick the walls of his dark ſcull) 

Deems it a pretty ornament, and ſtruts 

Till Masrzx Ivy creeps into Jonx's guts 


And gives poor thoughtleſs Joun a ſet of gripes Hat; 
youn roars ; and, when to a conſumption drain'd, 
inds out the knave his folly entertain d. 


Praiſe is a modeſt unaſſuming maid, . _, 
As ſimply as a quaker-beauty dreſt - _ | 
No oſtentation hers—no vain parade: | 
Sweet nymph ; and of the ſweeteſt words poſſeſt ; 
Yet, heard with rev'rence when ſhe ſilence breaks, 
She dignifies the man to whom ſhe ſpeaks. 


FLArr'Rx v's a pert French milliner—a jade 
Cover'd with rouge, and flauntingly array d 
Makes ſaucy love to ev'ry man ſhe meets, 

And offers ev'n her favours in the ſtreets. 


And yet, inſtead of meeting public hiſſes - 
Divines ſo grave—philoſophers can bear her ; 
What's ſtranger till, with childiſh rapture hear her; 

Nay, court the ſmiling harlot's very kiffes, -. | 


e AN © 


O D n 


ICH as Dutch cargoes from the fragrant eat, 

Or cuſtard pudding at a city-feaft, 

_ — 4 —ç——— -h noſe: 
— 


Tom's incenſe 
For, -bating bi 
And new — 


«tide of div 
Fame in wicanty fiken 


Poets (quoth tuneful Tom), in d on 5 
Delighted all the country with their rhymes ; 
Sung knights arid barbed ſdveds with 'vatour big — 
Knig —— 
Their fn zards: 
Rogues; 3 nne 14 


— Knights who llama undekerug ob 
Through 8 — wellform'd-: eee 
By y pious ty Jarees — 4 


Tools! — work U les inthe day made * 


With battle axes fit to knock down bulls, 
And therefore qualified (I wot) full well, 
With force, the ſacred oraeles to = 

Unto the thickeſt unbelieving ſculls-: 


22 ts, who, ſo famous at the ine of tourney, 
ok boldly to the Holy-Land a — 

Top plant, with Force, In hols) r ä 

Juſt as we hole for cucumbers, 'hot-bets, | 

Or prerce the boſom of the fullen earth, | 

To give to radifhes or onions birth: | 


—Knights, =" when tumbled on the hoſtile field, 
* "a 


= 


* 
© 
4 
bg 
2 
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Could neither leg, nor arm, nor neck, nor nob, ſtir 
Poor devils! who were like alligators hack'd, 
At length by hammers, hatchets, ledges, crack d; 
Dragg'd from their coats of armour—like a lobſter. 


Great (ſays the Laureat) were the poet's puffings 
On idle daring red-croſs raggam 

Who for their childiſhneſs deſerv'd a birch : 
Quoth Tou, A worthier ſubje& now, thank God! 

Inſpires the lofty dealer in the ode, | 

Than blockheads battling for old Mother Church. 


Times (quoth our courtly bard), are alter'd quite 
The poet ſcorns what charm'd of yore the fight— 
Goths, women, Vandals, caſtles, horſes, mares ;— 
The poliſh'd poet of the _—_ day, 
Doth in his taſty ſhop diſplay, 
Ah! vaſtly prettier-colour'd wares. 


— The poet © moulds his harp to matters mild,“ 
Quoth To- to monarchs, who with rapture wild, 
Hear their own praiſe with mouths of gaping wonder, 
And catch each crotchet of the birth-day thunder: 


Crotchets that ſcorn the praiſe of common folly— 
Though not moſt zufical—moſt melancholy : 

Ah! crotchets doom'd to charm our ears no more, 
Although by Mr. Paxsoxs ſet in core 4 


Drear and eternal ſilence doom'd to keep, 


Where the dark waters of oblivion ſleep 


To ſpeak in humbler Engliſh—doom'd to reſt, 
With court addreſſes, in a muſty cheſt. 


Yet all the Lady Amateurs declar d. Fd 
They were the charming things they ever heard: 
As for example—all the angel Givgons— _ 
That is, my Lady, and her daughters fair, 
With coal-black eye-brows, and ſweet Hebrew air— — 
The lovely produce of the two religions. mY 


Thus, in their virtues, greyhounds beſt ſucceed, 
When ſportſmen very wiſely croſs the breed ; * | 
2 3 d 


| 
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And thus, with nobler luſtre, ſhines the fowl 
Be got between a game-hen and an owl. 


Sir Sars om too declar d, with voice divine, 
Dat ſhince he haf turn Chreeftian, and eat hog, 
« He nebber did hear Mooſbur haf fho fine ; | 
No ! nebber fhince be loft de Shinnygague.” 


His — or QUEEnSBURY, too, with eyes though 
im | 
And one deaf ear, was there in wonder drown'd ! 
Liſt ning, in attitude of — ag Trim, | 
He rats d his thin grey curl to catch the found : 


Then fwore the airs would never meet their matches, 
But in his own: immortal glees and catches. | 
Yet were thoſe crotchets all condemn'd to reſt 
In the dark boſom of a muſty cheſt ! 


' Crotchets that form'd into fo ſweet an air, 

As charm'd my LADY Marorgss and Lorp Mayor ; 
Who thought (and really they were true believers) 
The muſic equall d marrow-bones and cleavers. 


Strains! that the reverend is Hops had no qualms, 
In ſaying, that they equalhd David's Plalns : 

But not ſurpaſs'd in melody the bell, | 
That mournful ſoundeth an azcxp1840?'s knell : 
Strains! that Sir Josz?s Mawzey deem'd divine, 
Sweet as the quavers of his fatteſt ſwine, 


Ev'n great * Loxp. BxyDENELL'S ſelf admir'd the 


ſtrain, 
In all. the tuneful agonies of pain; 
Who, winking, beat with duck-like nods the time, 
And call'd the muſic and the words ſublime. 


Too, all the other Lords, with plaudits fwarming,. oy” 
Cried Bravo ] Braus charming! Bravo ? charming ? 
And — itſelf, to muſic bred, $ 


Pronounc'd it 4 very, very good, indeed 


* A prodigious great amateur. Without bis Lordip there can 
be no rehctarſal. | Joiuiging, 


ü r „ 
That an de charms were owing to the theme, 


Not but ſome ſmall degree of harmleſs pleafure 
Might i in the brace of r-. -i bofoms riſe, 
To think they heard it without waſte of trrafure * 


As ſixpences are lovely in their eyes. 


A few months fince, I heard a forward dame 
Thus, in a tone of impudence, exclaim 

« Good God! how kings and queens a ſong adore? 25 
« With what delight they order an encore! b 
« When that ſame ſong, ezcor'd, for nothing flows 
„% This Mapam Maxx to her forrow knows,” 


*s 


„% To Windfor, foverad times, and eke to Kew, | 
The r—y—l "mandate Man- M Man drew. 
% No cheering drop was Mara afk'd to fip— 
No bread was offer'd to her quiv*ring hp. 
Though faint, ſhe was not 7 ﬀer*d to & down 


« Heav'n help the goodne/5—grandear of the CF=—N 2 oi 


Nou tell me, Ladies, will it be believ d, | 
« How much for ſong and chaiſe-hire ſhe receiv'd ? 
« How _— pray think ye? Fifty Guineas 
c6 ”" Yn 
Moft ſurely, forty.—# No, no. »__Phirty. —* P6h ! 
* Pray, ladies, gueſs in reafon-—come—again”— * 
Alas! you jeer us—twenty, at the leaſt ; " 
No man could ever be fo great a 2 et; 
As not to give her twenty for her pain 
To keep you, then, no longer in ſulpe pence, 
« For Mapam Mar a's chaiſe-hire and ſweet * 
Out of their ] benevolence, 
« Their bounteous m ies gave not a groat. 


« Ay?!” cried a ſecond ſlanderer, with a ſaeer, 
+ I know a ſtory like it—You ſhall hear— 

66 — Mus. Stopoxs, ſhe was order'd out— 
To wait upon their M—J—Ics to Jpomt— 

« To read old Shakef r's As you like it to em; 
And how to mind thei 


ir ſtops and commas ſhew ern. | 
«+ She 


1 


« She read, and ſpouted—almoſt loſt her breath 
& And, ſtanding all the time, was tir'd to death; 

«« Whilſt both their m—j—ies, in royal ſtyle, 

« At perfect eaſe were fitting all the while. 

&« Not offer'd to her was one drop of beer, 

„% or wine, nor chocolate, her heart to cheer. 

% Ready to drop to earth, ſhe muſt have ſunk, 

% gut for a child, that at the hardſhip ſhrunk— 

« A little PRINCE, who mark'd her ſituation, / 
Thus, pitying, pour'd a tender exclamation ; 


« La! Mrs. Stppoxs is quite faint, indeed. 
« How pale! I'm ſure ſhe cannot longer read ; 
« She ſomewhat wants, her ſpirits to repair, 
« And would, I'm ſure, be happy in a chair.“ 


« What follow'd ? Why, the r—y—l pair aroſe, 
« Surly enough—one fairly * uppole ; 

% And to a room adjoining made retreat, 

Jo let her, for one minute, feal a ſeat.” 


« At length the actreſs ceas'd to read and ſpout 
« Where generoſity's a crying fin : . 
« Her — dropp'd—was nodded to came out— 
& So rich !— How rich ?—As rich as ſhe went in.” 


Such are the ſtories twain—Why, grant the fact, 
Are PRINCES, pray, like common folks to act? 


Should Mara call it cruelty, and blame 
Such r—y—l conduct, I'd cry, Fie upon her; 

To Mrs. Sippoxs freely ſay the ſame— 
Sufficient for /uch people is the honour / 


Ev'n I, the B3Ax p, expect no gifts from x1xGs, 
Although T've ſaid of them ſuch Bandſome things 
Nay, not their eye's attention, whoſe bright ray 
Would, like the sux, illumine my poor lay, | 
And, like the fun, ſo kind to procreation, 
Increaſe within my brain the maggot nation. 

So much for idle tales —Now, Musk, thy ſtrain 
Digreſſive, turn to drawing-rooms again. 


k There, 
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Trans; too, was Pixr, who. ſciap'd and vowed to 


9 
And whifper'd majeſty, *twis vaſtly fine = 
Then wiſh'd ſuch Harmony could orice be — 
Where he, each day, was treated like a ſwine 
that arch- fend, Bärles Fox, and his vile OM 
EA Mains! in-nought but bark fetalen me 


Fellows ! who had the ence to place 

The fared ſce pete underneath the Marr, 
And twiſted ropes; with-matice-difappoinited;' : 2 
To baggy on ety PRs C4 Rot ENS” 


Rl wars 41 
« The ouſe will coodir thee knows the wings 5 
«6 4 „eee 


„WEn wet, ird 
„ Whatz Wt "Towle Ge Bat eden 


© mr, rA Ne essig ST 22S 13 


« Left not a ſicpence, Parry theſe ey &tb 
+ But from the parity avs hat 4 +08 + 


« But mind ne- hig to placve plague her jor alien 
„% I was a Nimrod ſtill La conſtant Hunter! 

«© And when in tate as dents . 8 
6 I did not mn; for 36 * 


« And three days after the was dend, 
Which ſome folks thought pryd rig at, 

I took ite took ih in my bod, 1 
To order N Nu Nu at line. | 


« Had ſhe reſpected 25 — | 
* L ſhould have pandora ng 


Lard 


| 
| 
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Lord RocxrorD too, the gentle youth was there, 
; ſweet Falſette _ is often ſported 
lees and catches ; ſo that all who 


lieve a pretty ſems-wir imported. 


To ſtrains that did ſuch hondur to a throne : 
There Uxzx1DGct taught the audience how to think; 
With much ſignificant and knowing wink, 

And ſpeeches clad in wiſdom's critic tone; 

Who look'd muſicians through with half-ſhut eyes; _ 
Moſt folemn, moſt chromatically wiſe ! 0 


_Sxnpwicn, the glory of each jovial meeting, 
bis fidler, now—now that, ſo kindly greeting, 
Ae and ſhrewdly pour d his abs and hum s 
reat in tattoo, my Lord, and croſs-hand roll; 
Great in the death-march-ſtroke ſublime of Saur 3 


He beats Old * ASSBRIDGE on the kettle- drums. 


Thar fg to our military hoſt, 
och a charming drummer ſhould be loſt! 


mn nes ts do dt 
Old LADY MARY Duncan, (ſays report) 
6. ; Whats, no dear, dear Caftrato here! !”- ſhe ghd, 
then — px take the voices and the court; 
« Then d have merey on my tortur'd-ears, - 


4% And ſhield me From the the ſhouts of ſuch An- Ra H.: 


6 Where, where is PaccxttroTTI's heartfelt grain 
« Where RUN ELLI's /offexuto note? 


That tickled oft my ſighing ſoul to pain, 


That bade my ſenſes in Elyſium float? 
« Avaunt ! you vile black-bearded rogues—avannt ! 
« *Tis ſmoother chins, and ſweeter tones, I want.” 


My Lozp or ExeTzz was alſo there; hls 
Who, marv'ling, cock'd his time-diſcerning ear, 
And feel, through life, his glories overcaſt 
At that dull Board, where never could he learn, 
Of ſhips, the diff rence between fem and A t 
Hen-coops and-boats, the rudder and.the ! 


A kettle - drummer of great note. 
1 Aamir alty. 
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Say midſt the tuneful tribe was EDMuxD BUxk ER? 
No! Mu was cutting out for HasT1NGs, work! 
Writing to Couſin WILL and Co, to ſeague em | 
Againſt that rogue, who like a ruffian roſe, 
And tweak'd a bulſe of jewels from the noſe _ 
Of dames, in India, chriſfen'd Munny Begum. 


EpmunD! who formerly look'd fierce as Grimbald _ 

On that moſt horrid imp 81x THOMAS RumBoLD, 

Vow'd, like a ſheep, to flea that Eaſtern thief _ 
Till range good fortune open'd ErmunD's eyes: 
Oh! then he heard of 1iNnxocexc - the cries, 

And, like Jew-converts, damn'd his old belief. 


Yet, let ſome praiſe for Mun's converſion pals 
To that great wonder-worker, Saint DuNDas. 


EpmunD ! who battled hard for Power 1's life, 
And ſwore no man, in virtue, e'er went further: 
To prove which oath, this PoweLL took a knife, 
And made the world believe it, by „ef- murder. 


Reader—ſuppoſe I give thee a ſmall ode 


Made when vile TIP OO Sas in triumph rode, 


And play'd the dev*l on our Indian 
In perſon, or by vile Satanic orders : | 
When Mr. BuzxE, fo famous for fine ſpeeches, 
From trope to trope, a downright rabbit, ſkipping, 
Meant, ſchool-boy-like, to take down HasTixcs's 
breeches, iS 1.17 


And give the noble governor a whipping ? | 1 


If rightly, reader, I tranſlate thy phiz, | 
Thou ſmil'ſt conſent. —I thank thee—Here it is, 


But mark my cleanlineſs ere I begin: 
Know, I've not caught the steh of party-fin, 
To Prrr, or Fox, I never did belong 
Tzvrtn, TRUTH I ſeek—fſo help me Gop oF SoxG? '. 


P'rhaps, to a heathen oath thou may'ſt FTIR we 
Well then—ſuſpicion that I mayn't incur, 


But, 


CE ET ͤ—L—41' — 


* 72, J. 


1 But, ena e inner] hone Jann, 
„ Wall: all das of yon lofty ſk yo 
ning Seraphims and an n! 
I'm of no — if Lam! 2 


By all thoſe wonder-monger. faints and; martyrs.” ” 
Cut for the love of God in halves and quarters ; * 
By each black ſoul in purgatory frying ; 8 
"By all thoſe, whiter-ſouls, though we can't ſee em, 
Singing their. Ave-Mery and Te Deum F 


On yon bright. clouds .I ſwear Iam not lying. 


No !. free as air the must ſhall ſpread her wings. l 5 
Of awhom, and when, and what ſhe pleaſes, ing: * 


Though Privy. Councils, jealous of her note, 
Preſcrib'd, — og a halter for her throat. 


Let folly ſpring my eagle, falcon, kite, 5 
Hawk. ſatire what you will-—ſhall — her — 

Through huts or palaces. ('tis juſt the ſame), ; 
With equal rage, purſue the panting. game; 
And lay (by princes, or by peaſants, bred) 


Low dt on its! t] cb donde 


ONE ro EDMUND. 


MUCH edified ana I by EpmunD; BuxkE! 

Weli-pleas'd I ſee his patriot- mouth at work, 
Grinding away for poor Old England's good. 

He gives of elocution ſuch a feaſt! 

He tells of ſuch vile doings in the Eaſt! 
And 122 as twere for his own fleſh and blood. 
Shroff, Chout + Our, | ck, Nabob, Bunger, 

Crore, Chentery, gum, leave his lips in thunder, | 


With matchleſs pathos, Mon deſcribes the gag, 


Employ'd by that vile ſon af 8 3 
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Nam'd Ti rOoO. Gags! that Britiſh mouths deteſt; 
Occaſion'd partly by that man ſo fad, HY, 
That HasTinGs !—oh ! deſerving all that's bad — 

That villain, murd*rer, tyrant, dog, wild-bealſt ! 


Poor Epunno ſees poor Britain's ſetting ſun ; 
Poor Edmund groans,—and Britain is undone 7 


Reader ! thou haſt, I do preſume, 
(God knows though) been in a ſnug room, 
By coals or wood made comfortably warm; 
And often fancied that a ſtorm without 
Hath made a diabolic rout | 
Sunk ſhips—tbre trees up—done a world of harm. 


Ves! thou haſt lifted up thy tearful eyes, 
Fancying thou heard'ſt of mariners the cries ; f 
And ligh'd, «© How wretched now muſt thouſands be? 
« Oh! how I pity the poor ſouls at fea!” 

When, lo! this dreadful tempeſt, and his roar, 
A zephyr—in the key-hole of the door! 


Now, may not Edmund's howlings be a figh 
Preiſing 2 Edmund's lungs for loaves and 
fiſhes, | 
On which he long hath look'd with longing eye, 
To fill poor Edmund's not — diſhes ? 
Give Mun a ſop—forgot will be complaint, 
Britain be fate, and Haſtings prove a aint. 


NOW for the drawing-room—O muſe fo madding, 
Delighted in digreſſion to be gadding. 


Hamypesx and For Txscve (brave names!) attended 
The laſt, in catches, wonderfully mended. 
The lovely Lavy CLarGEs, too, was there, 
To all the graces as to muſic born; 
Whoſe note ſo ſweetly melting ſoothes the ear! 
Soft as the robin's to the bluſh of mora.! 


H There, 


/ 
: ,& ; 


There, too, the rare vio/-di-gamba PRxArr, 

Whoſe fingers fair, the ſtrings ſo nicely pat, | 
And bow, that brings out ſounds unknown at Babel 
Though not ſo ſweet as thoſe of Mr. Abel. 


Dear maid ! the daughter of that Prince of Pratts, 
Who muſie cons, as well as law; and ſwears 
The girl ſhall /cru4 no ſouls but Handell's airs. 

To whom he thinks our great compoſers, cats. 


Id ef, Sacchini, Haydn, Bach, and Gluck, 
And twenty more, who never had the luck 
To pleaſe the nicer ears of /ome crown'd folk: 
Ears, that, like other people's, though they grow, 
Poor creatures ; really want the ſenſe to know 
Pſalm-tunes, ſo mournful, from the Old Black Joke. 


That muſty muſic- hunter, too—Mz/. D. 
Much-travell'd Bux NE, came to hear and ſee : 
He, in his tour, who found ſuch great protetors— 


Kings, Queens, Dukes, Marg raves, Margravines, Electors, 


Who aſk'd the doctor many a gracious queſtion, 
And treated him with marv*lous hoſpitality ; 

Gueſſing he had as clever a digeſtion | 
For meat and drink, as mufic of rare quality, 


Not with much glee the doctor heard the ode, 
But turn'd his diſappointed eyes to Gop ; 
And wiſh'd it his own W with a ſigh ;— 
For, ere to SALIsBURY's houſe the doctor came 
To get, as ode- ſetter, enroll'd his name 
Behold! behold ! the wedding was gone by. 


Ah ! how unlucky that the prize was loſt ! 
ParsoNs, who daring daſh'd thro' thick and thin — 
EcL1PsE the ſecond !—got like lightning in, 

When Bux xREL juſt had reach'd the diſance- poſl. 


Vet, gentle muſe, let candour his allow, 
That, though his heart was mortified enow, 
The doctor did his rival's art admire, 


And own'd his maiden crotchets full of fire | 
Crotchets ! 
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Crotchets! though ſweet—alas! condemn'd to lie 
Hid, like moſt royal virtues, from our eye! 


Crotchets, that ſongful Mr. Paxsoxs ties 
To Tom's big phraſe, to make ſublimer cries ; 
Thrice happy union to entrance the ſoul ! 

_ lixe the notes of cats, a vocal pair, 
By boys (to catch their wild and mingled air) 
Tied tate tail to tail, and thrown acroſs a pole ! 


But where was great Six WATKYN all this time? 
Why heard he not the air and lofty rhyme ? 
The fleek Welſh deity, who muſic knows 
The Alexander of the * Tot*n'am troops, 
Who, tutor'd by his ſtampings, nods, grunts, whoops, 
Do wond'rous execution with their bows ? 


Sir Watkyn, deep in diſmal dudgeon gone, 
Far in his Cambrian + villa fat alone : 
To t Mrs. Warsix HAM he ſcrubb'd his bats... 
Whilſt anger ſwell'd the volume of his face, 
Flaming, like ſuns of London in a fog, 
| Of Mis. Walfingham he ſung with ire ; 
His eyes as red as ferrets* eyes, with fire ; 
His mighty ſoul for vengeance all agog. 


Achilles thus, affronted to the beard, 

His fledge-like fiſt o'er Agamemnon Tear'd, 
And down his throat would fatn his words have ramm'd; 

Who, after oaths (a pretty decent volley) 

And rating the long monarch for his folly Ts 
Inform'd the king of men he might be d=-mn'd ; 

Then to his tent majeſtic ſtrode to ſtrum, 

And ſcrape his anger out on tweedle- dum. 


« He moulds his harp (quoth Tom) to manners 
“ mild; 5 


To kings, for babe⸗ like manners, ſimple ſty1'd, 


* Sir Watkyn is a member of the Ancient Muſic Concert in 
Tottenham-ftreet, and much attended to both for his art and 
ſcience, 

+ Wynneſtay. 

1. The quarrel between the Knight and the Lady was a won- 
derful one Tantæne animis cœleſtibus ire ? 


H 2 And 
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And grac'd with virtues that would fill a tun: 
To him the poet humbly makes a leg, 
Who, gooſe - like, brooding o'er the fav'rite 
Of genius, gives the pheenix to the ſun : T 


To him, who for ſuch eggs is always watching, 
And never more delighted than when hatching ; 
Which makes the number offer d to the fun 
So vaſt !—why, verily as thick as 
That people may collect, with equal caſe, 
A thouſand noble inſtances, as one. 


What numbers Wiſdom to his care hath giv'n! 

All hatch*d—ſome living—others gone to Heav'n : 
Thus, in the * pinnick's neſt the cuckow lays, 

Then, eaſy as a Frenchman, takes her flight: 
Due homage to the eggs the pinnick pays, 

And brings the little lubbers into light. 


The modern poet fings, quoth Tom again, 
Of m-—<chs, who, with ceconomic fury, 
Force all the tuneful world to Tot*n'am-lane, 
And lock up all the doors of harmleſs Drury +. 


Say, Why this curſe on Drury's harmleſs door, 

That thus, in anger, My ſhould Jock it? 
Muſe, are the Tot*n'am-ſtreet ſubſcribers poor? 
Will Drury keepſome pence from Tot'n'am's pocket? 

Doth threat'ning bankruptcy extend a gloom 
O'er the proud walls of Tot*n'am's regal room ? 


Perchance, "tis Mara's ſong that gives offence ! 
Hic illæ lacmmæ !—Oh dear !—oh dear ! 


'* A bird ſo called in ſome countries, that attends upon the 
wiſe bird, and feeds him. | 
+ The oratorios were to have been performed at Drury-lane, this 
ear, under the conduct of Mr. LINIE and Dr. ARNOLD. 
— — MaRA was to have exhibited her amazing powers. This 
would haye been a death-ſtroke to the pigmy performance in 
Tottenham-Court Road. How ſhould the pigmy be ſaved Pm 
By killing the Giant: —and lo ! his death-warrant hath been ſign- 
ed. By what power of conſtitution? None !—Can the Grand 
Monargue do more? Quicquid delirant reges, plectuntur achivi. 


The 
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The ſong that once could charm the rl ſenſe, 
Delights, alas! no more the royal ear. 

Gods! can a guinea deaden ev'ry note, 

And make the nightingale's a raven's throat. 


But let me give his m a hint, 
Freſh from my brains prolific mint 
Suppoſe we amateurs ſhould, in a fury, 
uſt take it in our John-Bull heads to ſay 
(And lo! *tis very probable we may), 
« We will have oratorios at Drury? 


How muſt he look ?—Blank—wonderfully blank; 
And think ſuch ſpeech an inſult on his rank. 
What could he do ? oppoſe with ire ſo hot ? 

I think his m——y had better ot / 


Kings ſhould be never in the wrong *4— 
They never are, ſome wiſe-acres declare. 

Poh ! ſuch a ſpeech may do for birth-day ſong ; 
But makes us philoſophic people fare! 


I know a certain owner of a c—n, 

Not quite a hundred miles from Windfor town, 
Who harbour'd, of his neighbour, horrid notions— 

A widow gentlewoman—who, he ſaid, 

Popp'd from her window ev'ry day her head 
Impertinent, to watch his royal motions. 


Vet let us give an inſtance of wrong proceeding.— A certain 
K— and Q——, inſtead of having concerts at their palace, in 
the ſtyle of other princes, ſuch as the King of France, the Em- 
peror, the Empreſs of Ruſſia, &c. have entered into a private 
iubſcription for a concert in a pitiful ſtreet.— They pay their fix 
guineas a- piece; and, what is more extraordinary, get in their 
children, as we are told, gratis! What is ſtill more extraordinary, 
they have entered into a bond for borrowing two thouſand pounds 
for putting the houſe into a decent repair; fit for che reception of 
the K of the firſt empire upon earth. Of whom has this 
money been borrowed ?—Marvelling reader ! of the poor muſicians 
fund !--which money might have been placed out at a much ſu- 
perior advantage. Let me add, that the ſubſcribers order a formal 
rehearſal previous to every concert; ſo that, in fact, they get a 
double concert for their money ;—undoubtedly, to the vaſt ſa- 
tisfaction of the firffers of the happy CrRamzr, Boxcni, Surry, 
CEAVEK Tro, &c. who, in this inſtance, earn their money not very 
unlike the patient and laborious animal called a drayborſe. 


H 3 « What ? 
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© What? what? (quoth m——y) I'll teach her 
* 6c eyes F 
© To take my motions, by ſurpriſe—— 
4 One cannot breakfaſt, dine, drink tea, nor ſup, 
« But, whip! the woman's head at once is out, 


To fee and hear what we are all about — 
« I'll cure her of that trick—and block her up.“ 


Mad as his military Grace * 
For fortifying ev*ry place 
From dockyards to a neceſſary houſe— | 
The mch dreamt of nothing but the wall 
The ſaucy ſpy in petticoats to maul, | 
And make her eagle pride crawl like a louſe. 


Now workmen came, with formidable ſtones, 
To block up the poor widow JonEs— 
Who mark'd this dread blockade, and, with afrown— 
And to the caufe of freedom true— 
One of the old hen's chicks ſo blue, 
Faſt as the K—— built 2, the dame pull'd down. 


"T was up—'twas down—'twas up again—'twas down 
Much did the country with this battle ring, 
Between the valiant widow and the k, 
That admiration rais'd in Windſor town : 
The mighty, batt'ling Broughtons and the Slacks, 
Ne' er knew more money betted on their backs. 


Sing, heav'nly mufe, how ended this affray ? 
_ as it happens, faith, nine times in ten, 
hen dames ſo ſpirited engage with men 
That is—the valiant widow won the day, 


The k—— could not the woman maul ; 
But found himſelf moſt ſhamefully defeated ; 
Then very wiſely he retreated, | | 
And very prudently gave up the wall. 


Now ſing, O mufe, the warlike ammunition - 
Us'd by the dame in her beſieg'd condition, 


Duke of Richmond. 
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That on the hoſt of vile invaders flew : | 
Say, did no god nor goddeſs cry out, Shame ! 
And nobly haſten to relieve the dame 

From ſuch a reſolute and hoſtile crew ? 


Yes—NEPTUNE, like her guardian-angel, kind, 
oin'd the poor Widow Jones, and ran up ſtairs; 
here fiercely caught 4 certain earthen wares, 
And, pleas'd his fav*rite element to find, 
Bid, on their heads, the briny torrents flow, 
And waſh'd, like ſhags, the combatants below. 


The goddeſs CLoacix A too, ſo hearty, + 
Ruſh'd to the widow's houſe, and join'd the party. 
But ſay, what ammunition fill'd her hand, 
Much glory for the widow to acquire, 
To bid the enemy retire, 


And give to public ſcorn the daring band ? 


What that frong ammunition was, the bard 
Heard as a ſecret—therefore muſt not tell: 
Nor would he, for a thouſand pounds reward, 
To beaux reveal it, or the ſweeteſt belle. 
Yet nature poſſibly hath made a ſnout, 

Bleſt with ſagacity to ſmell it out. 


Reader, don't ſtand ſo, ſtaring like a calf— 

Thy gaping attitude provokes my laugh 

Thou think'ſt that monarchs never - act ill: 
Get thy head ſhav'd, poor fool ! and think fo ſtill, 


Whether thou deem*ſt my ſtory falſe or true, 
I value not a rufh. 1 75 
Wilt have another? —“ No.” —Nay, prithee do. 
« ] 83 '—Thou ſhalt, by heavens! ſo prithee 
uſh ! 


But ere I give the tale, my tuneful bride, 

My Lady Muſe, ſhall talk of kings and pride. 

Some kings on thrones are children on the lap 
Children, that all of us ſee ev'ry day : 


Brats that kick, ſquall, and quarrel with their pap, 
Tearing and ſwearing they will have their way : 
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And what, too, their great reputation rifles, 
Kings quarrel, juſt like children, about ies. 


Morcover— tis a terrible affair 
For kingly worſhip to be kick'd by fellows, 
Who probably feed half their time on air, 
Mending old kettles or old bellows, 


My LADY Pripe's a very lofty being, 
Much pleas'd with people's ſcraping, bowing, kneel- 
ing, | 
Fruitful in otiſms, and full of brags 
Her Ladyfhi in nought can brook denial ; 
And, as for inſult, *tis a killing trial, 
And more eſpecially for men of rags. 


For PRIDE, ſuch is her ſtatelineſs, alas! 

Rather than feel the kickings of n , 

Would calmly put up with a leg of horſe! 

Though pelting her with fitty times the force : 

Nay, though her brains came out upon the ground, 
Were Brains within her head-picce to be found. 


A KING ax» A BRICK- MAK E R, 
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A KING, near Pimlico, with noſe and ſtate, 

Did very much a neighb'ring brick-kiln hate, 
Becauſe this kiln did vomit naſty ſmoke ; | 

Which ſmoke—I can't ſay very neatly bred, 

Did very often take it in the head F 
5p the great houſe, and try the K — te 
; choak. 4-4 


His facred majeſty would ſputt'ring ſay, 
| Upon a windy day, * 
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«© IN make the raſcal and his brick-kiln Th 
«© P. x take the ſmoke—the ſulphur !—Zounds !—- 
It forces down. my throat by pounds — = 
« My belly is a downright blackſmith's ſhop.” . 


One day he was ſo peſter'd by a cloud 
He could not bear it, and thus bawP'd aloud : 
« Go,” (roar'd his m——y unto a page) 
Work'd, like a lion, to a dev*hſh rage, 
“ Go, tell the raſcal who the brick-kiln owns, 
« That if he dares to burn another brick, 
« Black all my houſe like hell, and make me fick, 
« T'll tear his kiln to rags, and break his bones.“ 


Off ſet the page, and ſoon his errand told : 

On which the brick-maker—a little bold, 
Exclaim'd, ** He break my bones, good Maſter Page! 

E ſay my kiln ſhan't burn another brick, 

% Becauſe it blacks his houſe, and enakes him fick 
„ Go—give my compliments to maſter's rage, "4 

«© And fay, . — I am reſolv'd to burn; 
«© And if the ſmoke his worſhip's ſtomach turn. 

« To ſtop his royal mouth and ſnout— | 
„ Nay, more, good page—his m——y ſhall figd 
I'll always take th*advantage of the wind, 

«© And, dam'me, try to ſmoke him out, 


\ 
This was a dreadful meffage to a k——— 
From a poor ragged rogue that dealt in mud : 
Yet, though ſo impudent a thing, ; 
The fellow's rhet*ric could not be withſtood. 


Stiff as againſt poor Has TIxGSs, Epmund BuxkE, 
This BRICK-MAKER went tooth and nail to work, 
And form'd a true VEsuvius on the eye: 
The fmoke in pitchy volumes roll'd along, 
Ruſh'd through the royal dome with ſulphur ſtrong, 
And then aſcending darken'd all the fky. 


Thus did this cloud of darkneſs daily ſhade 
The building for the Lord's anointed made, 
And blacken'd it like palls that grace a burying : 


Thus 
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Thus was this man of mud and ſtraw employ'd, 


And, at the thought fo wicked, overjoy” 
Of ſmoking his liege fov'reign like a herring ; 


Of ſerving him as we do parts of ſwine, 

Thought, with green peas, a diſh extremely fine, 
But lo! this baneful rogue of brick 

Fell, for his ſov'reign, fortunately ſick, 

And ere the wretch could pleaſe his ſpleen and pride 
Of turning monarchs into — a 


The modern bard (quoth Tom) ſublimely ſings 
Of ſharp and prudent ceconomic kings, 

Who rams, and ewes, and lambs, and bullocks feed, 
And pigs of ev*ry ſort of breed : 


Of kings who pride themſelves on fruitful ſows; _ 
Who fell ſkimm'd milk, and keep a guard ſo ſtout 
To keep the geeſe, the thieviſh raſcals, out, 

That ev'ry morning us'd to ſuck the “ cows : 


Of kings who + cabbages and carrots plant 

For ſuch as wholeſome vegetables want ;— 
Who feed, too, poultry for the people's ſake, 

Then ſend it through the villages in carts, 

To cheer (how wond'rous kind !) the hungry hearts 
Of ſuch as only pay for what they take. | 


The poet now, quoth Tom's rare lucubration, 
Singeth commercial treaties —commutation— 
Taxes on paint, pomatum, milk of roſes, 
Olympian dew, gloves, ſticking-plaſter, hats, 
Quack medicines for ſick Chriſtians, and ſound rats, 
And all that charms our eyes, or mouths, or noſes. 


The modern bard, ſays Tom, ſublimely ſings 
Of virtuous, gracious, good, uxorious kings, 


* Is it poſſible for this ory to be true? We would rather give 


It as apocryphal. 
+ Mr. Warton ſays in his Ode, „Ido plant the Civic Bay; 


but he aſſuredly meant cabbages and carrots :—the fact proves it. 


Who 
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Who love their wives ſo conſtant from their heart 
Who down at Windſor daily go a ſhopping 
Their heads ſo lovely into houſes popping, 
And doing wonders in the haggling art. 


And why, in God's name, ſhould not queens and kings 
Purchaſe a comb, or corkſcrew, lace for cloaks, 
Edging for caps, or tape for apron-ſtrings, 
Or pins, or bobbin, cheap as other folks ? 


Reader! to make thine eyes with wonder ſtare, 

Farthings are not beneath the royal care! 
Farthings are helpleſs children of a guinea : 

If not well watch'd, they travel to their coſt! 
For, lo! each -opper-viſag d little ninney 

Is very apt to ſtray, and to be loſt. 


Extravagance I never dar'd defend 

I'd have a monarch ſave a candle-end ; 

Since *tis an axiom ſure, the more folks /ave, 
The more, indiſputably, they muſt have, 
Crown'd heads of /aving ſhould appear examples; 
And Britain reaily boaſts two pretty ſamples! 


The modern poet fins, quoth Tom again, 
Of ſweet exciſemen, an obliging train; 

Who, like our guardian-angels, watch our houſes, 
And add another civil obligation, 44 
That addeth greatly to our reputation— 

Hug, in our abſences, our loving ſpouſes. 


Reader! when tir'd, I'm fond of taking breath, 
Now, as thou doſt admire the true ſublime, 
And, conſequently, my immortal rhyme, 

*Tis clear thou never can'ſt deſire my death. | 


Swans, in their ſongs, moſt muſically die 
If that's the caſe, then, Reader, ſo might J. 
Let me then join thy wiſhes—ſtay my rapture, 


And nurſe my lungs to ſing a ſecond Chapter. 


THE 


* 1 a 1 


. 
SECOND CHAPTER, 


IN CONTINUATION, 


- 


cc RANT me an honeſt fame, or grant me 
„ none,” . 

Says PoE (I don't know where), a little liar; 
Who, if he prais'd a man, *twas in a tone | 
That made his praiſe like bunches of ſweet briar, | 
Which, whilſt a pleaſing fragrance it beſtows, | | 

Pops out a pretty prickle on your noſe, FILE 


Were /ome folks to exclaim, who fill a throne, 
Grant me an honeſt fame, or grant me none;“ 
Such princes were upon the forlorn hope, — 
Soon, very ſoon, to reputation dead; 
Their idle laureats, faith, might ſhut up ſhop, :, 
And bid theirvlofty genius go to bed. 


Muſe, this is all well ſaid; but, not t'offend ye, 
I beg you will not cultivate digreſſion g- 
Plead not the poet's quidlibet audendi; 
For ſurely there are limits to th'expreſſion. 
Then ceaſe to wanton thus in epiſode, 
And tell the world of Mr. WARTrox's ode. 


The modern poet, Laureat Thomas ſays, 
To Botany's grand iſland tunes, his lays, 

Fix'd for the ſwains and damſels of St. Giles's, 
Whoſe knowledge in the bocus-pocus art | 
Bids them from Bxitain ſomewhat ſudden ſtart, 


To teach the ſouthern climes their miniſterial wiles : 
| Improve 
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donn, 
9 Tom again — the modern poet ſings 


To pierce the bowels of a pye or tart. 
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Improve the wiſdora of the common weal, 
And teach the ſimple natives how to ſteal, 
The picklock ſoiences, ſo dark, explain, 
And to inganious murder turn each brain. 


weet, natur d, inoffenſive kings 
Who, by a miracle, eſcap'd with life 
Eſcap'd a damſel's moſt tremendous knife: 
A knife that had been taught, by toil and art, 


Thus, having giv'n a full diſplay 
Of what our laureat ſays, or meant to ſay ; 
T'll beg of Thomas to inſtruct my ears, 
Why, in his verſes, he ſhould call 
The knights who trac'd the high-arch'd hall, 
A ſet of bears ? | 


Why the bold ſteel-clad knights of elder days 
Are not intitled to a little praiſe, 
Who, for God's cauſe, did palace, houſe, and ut fe, 
As well as monarchs of the preſent date, * 
Whoſe dear religion, of which poets prate, 
Might lodge, without much ſqueezing, in a nut-ſhell? 


„What king hath ſmall religion? thou replieſt— 
<C1FO the Th... thou meaneſt—bard, thou 
4 lieſt.“ 8 | 


Hold, Thomas—not fo furious—I know things 
That add not to the piety of 
P've ſeen a K... at chapel, I declare, E 
Yawn, gape, laugh, in the middle of a x; 
When inwards his fad optics ought to roll, © 
3 = the dark condition of his ſoul ; _ | 
atch up an opera-glaſs with curious 
Forgetting God, fome ſtrangers phiz by, 
As though deſirous to obſerve, if Heav'n 
Had Chriſtian features to the viſage giv*n ; 
Then turn (for kind communication keen) 
And tell ſome new-found wonders to the .. . ... 


I « Ah 1 
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« Ah! Peter, Peter,” Laureat Thomas cries, © 
* Thou haſt no fear of x1xG6s before thy eyes: 
© Great—little—all, with thee, are equal jokes, 


+ And mighty monarchs merely common folks. 
«© Ah! wicked, wicked, wicked Peter, know“ 


Know what ?— That monarchs are not merely ow: | 


** Souls they poſſeſs, and on a glorious ſcale.”” 
To this I anſwer, Thomas, with a tale. 


A Duke of Burgundy (I know not which) 
Thus on a certain time addreſs'd a poet 
I'm much afraid of that ſame ſcribbling itch 
© You've wit—but pray be cautious how you ſhew it ; 
« Say nothing in your rhymes about a king 
If praiſe—'tis lies—if blame—a dangerous thing.” 


That is, the puke believ'd the x1NG uncivil, 
Might kick the ſaucy poet to the devil. 


| T. W. | 
PETER, there's odds *twixt ſtaring and ſtark mad— 


Who dares deny it? So there is, egad ! 


h T. W. 
Thou think'ſt no prince of common- ſenſe poſſeſt— 


P. P. 


Thomas, thou art miſtaken, I proteſt— 
On STan1sLAus the muſe could pour her ſtrain, 
Who, dying, ſunk a sud upon Lorraine: 
Too, like the 78 SUN, with glory crown'd 
He fill'd with bluſhies deep th' horizon round. 
FREDERICK the GREAT, who died the other day, 
Had for himfelf, indeed, a deal to lay. At 
+ We muſt not touch upon the King's belef— 
| (Becauſe I fear he ſeldom ſaid his pray'rs— 

Nor dare we fay the HERO was no THIEF, 

| Becauſe he plunder d ev'ry body's wares. 

2 423 ; I'm 
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I'm told the ExtyxROx is vaſtly wiſe 5751 '» 
And hope that Madam Fame hath not told lies: 
Yet, in his diſputations with the Dutch, 1 
The monarch's oratory was not much: 

Full many a trope from bayonet and drum 

He threaten d but, behold ! *twas all a hum. 


Wiſe are our gracious Q—'s ſuperb relations, 
The pride and envy of the German nations— 
People of faſhion, worſhip, wealth, and ſtate 
Lo! what demand for them, in heav'n, of late! 


Lo! with his knapſack, ev'n juſt now departed, _ * 
As fine a ſoldier, faith, as ever ſtarted= - 
Whom death did almoſt dread to lay his claws on 
Old Captain—what's his name ?—* SAXEHILBERG- 

HAUSEN : | | erage 
For whom (with zeal, for folks of worſhip, burning) 
We once again are blacken'd up by mourning; _ _ 
To ſhew, by glove, cloth, ribband, crape, and fan, 
A peck of troubles for th*old gentleman. g 


Good lack-a-daifie tben what dozens 

Our Q-— hath got of uncles, aunts, and couſins ! 
Egad, if thus folks continue dying, . 50 

Each Briton doom'd to diſmal black, 

Muſt alway bear a hearſe-like back, 


Great is the northern Ex>z=ss, I confeſs ! 
Much, in her humour, like our good Queen Beſs; 
She keeps her fair court- dames from getting + drunk; 
And all ſo temperate herſelf, folks ſay, 75 
She ſcarcely drinks a dozen drams a- day! 
And, in love- matters, is a queen of ſpunk. 


And when on horſeback—lo! with manly pride, 
This brave Semiramis doth fit aftride / "4g 


Great uncle to our moſt gracious Q. He died in the Ex 
PEROR'S ſervice. | * : 

F At an aſſembly, ſome years fince, at Peterſburg, which was 
honoured with the Emyazzss's preſence, one of the rules was, 
© That no lady ſhould come drunk into the room. 


I 2 . Yet 


Yet hike I not fach women for a wife 
Such heroines, in à matrimonial ſtrife, 
Might hammer from one's tender head Bard notes: 
own my delicacy is ſo reat, | 
I cannot in diſpute, with rapture, meet 
Women who look like men in petticoats, 


Oft in a Tearn'd diſpute upon a cap, | 
By way of aber, one might have a . 
P'rhaps on a ſimple petticoat or gown— 
Nay ! poffibly on Madam's being #/# / 
And really, I would rather be knock'd down 
By weight of argument, than weight of . 


IT like not dames whoſe converſation runs 

On battles, fieges, mortars, and great 
The milder beauties win my ſoften'd ſoul ; 

Who look for faſhions with deſiring eyes 


Pleas'd when on wigs the converſations roll, 


Cork-rumps, and merry-thoughts, and lovers' fighs, 


Lovz! when F marry, give me not an ox = 

I hate a v like a r,; © © 
Nor can I deem the dam a charming creature 
Whoſe hard face holds an oath in ev ry feature. | 


In women—angel-ſweetneſs let me ſee - 

No galloping horſe-godmothers for me. 

I own I cannot brook fuch manly belles 

As Mapzmorsttte D'Eoxs, and HAN NAH SNELLS.. 
Yet men there are (how ſtrange are loves decrees !) * 
Whom vulgar, coarſe e eee pleaſe. 


How diff rent, 81. b A, from thy form fo fair! 
That triumphs in a love: inſpiring air: 
Superior beaming, ev 'n where thouſands ſhine— 
hy form! — where all the tender graces play, 
That, bluſhing, ſeem in ev'ry ſmile to ſay, 
« Behold! we boaſt an origin divine!“ — 


| See too the Quztx of Fa ance=a gem, I ween {= 
With rev'renee let me hail that charming queen, 
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Bliſs to the King, and luſtre to her race: 


Though VENus gave of beauty half her ſtore, 22 


And all the GxAcks bid a world adore— 
Her ſmalleſt beauties are the charms of face, 


F. W. 


Heav'ns! why abraad for virtues muſi you roam? 


| P. P. 
Becauſe I cannot find them, Tom, at home. 


I beg your pardon—yes—the PRINCE of WALES. | 
(Whoſe actions ſmile contempt on ſcandal's tales) 


Ranks in the muſe's favour, high | 
I wiſh /ome folks, that I could name with eaſe, 


Bleſt with hir head his heart his pow r to pleaſe=e- 


Then pityꝰs ſoul would ceaſe from many a ſigh. 


The 8 courtiers that ſurround a throne, 


And learn to ſpeak and grin from one alone, 7 
Who watch, like dancing-dogs, their maſter's nod—- 
Are ready now, if horſe-whipp'd from their places, 
At CaxLTon-Hovss to ſhew their ſupple faces, 
And call the Prince they vilify, a 60D. 1 


. 4 


T. W. 
Think'ſt thou not Cs ax doth the arts poſleſs ? 


P. P. | | 1248 


Arts in abundance !—YVes, Tom—yes, Tom—yes! 


T. W. 

Think'ſt thou not Cæs x would each joy forego, 
To make his children happy? 2 
8 

No, Tom—no. 


T. W. N 
What! not one bag, to bleſs a child, beſtow? 
| I 3 Heav'n 


- 
9 


% 
2 
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Heav'n help-thy folly !—no, Tom—16, Tom no! 
The fordid ſouls that avarice enſla ves, 
Would gladly graſp their guineas in their graves : 


Like that old Gree miferable cur, 
Who made himſelf his own executor. 


A cat is with her kittens much delighted; 
She licks ſo lovingly their mouths and chins : _ 
At ev*ry danger, Lord! how puſs is frighted— 
She curls her back, and ſwells her tail, and grins: 
Rolls her wild eyes, and claws the backs of curs 
Who ſmell too curious to her children's furs. 


This happens whil& ber cats are youre, indeed: 
But when grows un, alas} how chany'd their luck ! 


No more ſhe plays at bo-peep with her breed, 


Lies dowh, and, mewing, bids them come and fuck. 
No more the ſports and pats them, frifks and purs ; 
Plays with their little tails, and licks their furs ; 

But when they beg her bleffing and embraces, 
Spits, like a dirty vixen, in their faces. 


Nay, after making the poor lambkins fly, 

She watches the dear babes with ſquinting eye; 
And if the ſpies them with a bit of meat, 

Springs on tieir property, and ſteals their treat 


No more a tender love the Teems to feel 


The devi, for ber, may eat em at a meal — 


With all zer ſoul—the jade, ſo wond'rous ſaving, 


Cries, Off! you now are at your own beard-ſhaving.” 


So—to ſome K this evil doth belong 
Th'iatelligence is „I make no doubt— 

Who — — 5 offspring when they're young, 
But loſe that fond affection when they're ſtout ! 

Far off they ſend them—nor a ſixpence give 

I wonder, Thomas, where ſuch mos live! 


Should 


| 
k 
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Should ſuch one, Thomas, come acroſs thy way, 
And for thy flatt' ry, offer butts of ſack ; 
Say plainly, that he would difgrace thy lay: 
And turning on him thy Pindaric back, . 
Bid, like a porcupine, thine anger briſtle, 


Nor damn thy precious ſoul to whet thy whiſile. 


AN 
APOLOGETIC POSTSCRIPT. 


10 


ODE UPON ODE. 


2 ” 1 


The Bard whoſe verſe can eharm the beſt of kings, 
Performe th moſt extraordinary things 


_ I 


x 


N J ſolemnly proteſt be 

I thought that I had work'd up all my rhyme | 
What ſtupid dæmon bath my brain poſſeſt ? 54 
I prithee pardon me this time. 


Afford thy patience through more ode: 
»Tis not a vaſt extent of road; | 

Together let us gallop, then, along: 5 
Moſt nimbly ſhall old Pegaſus my hack ſtir, 

To drop the image—prithee hear ſong, ; 
Some more laſt words of Mr. Baxter. 


. 


A wond'rous 


92 J 


A wond”rous fav'rite with the tuneful throng, 
Sublimely great are PETER's pow'rs of ſong : 

His nerve of ſatire, too, ſo very tough, 

Strong without weakneſs, without ſoftneſs rough. 


What Horace ſaid of ſtreams in eaſy lay 

The marv'ling world of PETER's tongue may ſay ; 

His tongue ſo copious in a flux of metre, 
« Labitur et Labetur 1”? 


World, ſtop my mouth—T am reſolv'd to rhyme, 1 
I cannot throw away a vein ſublime : 
If I may take the liberty to brag, 
1 I cannot, like the fellow in the bible, 
| Venting upon his mother a rank libel, 

if Conceat my talent in a rag. 
I Kings muſt continue ſtill to be my theme "Is | 
1 Eternally of kings I dream. | 


| As beggars ev*ry night, we myſt ſuppoſe, 

| Dream of their vermin, in their beds ; 

| Becauſe, as ev'ry body knows, 
Such zhings are always running in their beads. 


Befides, were I to write of common. folks, 

1 No ſoul would buy my rhymes, nor yet my jokes: 
1 | The what becomes of mutton, beef, and pork— 

| How would.my maſticating muſcles work ? 


Indeed, I dare not fay they would be idle, 
But, like my Pegaſus's chops, ſo ſtout, 
Who plays and wantons with his bridle, 
And nobly flings the foam about ; 
Lo, mine would work—* On what? “ my reader 
cries, 
With a ſtretch'd pair of unbelieving eye 
Heav*n help thy moſt unpenetrating wit ! 
On a hard morſel—hunger's iron bit. F 


By all the rhyming goddeſſes and gods | | 
I will—7 nu perfiſt in odes 1 
And not a pow r on earth ſhall hinder= | 


I hear 


1 mon 
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I hear both univerſities exclaim K 


% PETER, it is a glorious road to fame ; | 
„% Eo POETA MAGNE—Well faid PixDan !” 


* 


* 


Vet ſome approach with apoſtolic face, 2 
And ſay, « O ParER, what a want of grace, 
Thus in thy rhymes to roaſt the Kg 
J roaft a king ! by heav'ns, tis not a fact: 
I fcorn the wicked and diffoyal aft—— — 
Who dares aſſert it, ſays a ſland'rous thing. 


Hear what I have to ſay of king 
If, unſublime, they deal in childiſh things, © 
And yield not, of reform, a ray of hope: 


Each mighty monarch ſtreight appears to me 
A roaſter of himfelf—feb Je ?: 


I only act as cook, and dif him up. 


Reader ! another ſimile as rare 

My verſes form a ſort of bill of fare, 
Informing gueſts what kind of fleſti and fiſh 
Is to be found within each diſh ; 8 
That eating people may not be miſtaken, 
And take for ortolan a piece of bacon. 


Whene'er I have heard of — | | 
Who place in goſſipping and news their pride, 
And knowing family concerns—mean things! 
Very judictouſly, indeed, I've cried, 
I wonder 


« How their blind ſtars could make ſo groſs a blunder ! 


“ Inſtead of fitting on a throne 

In purple rich—of ſtate fo full, 
„They thould have had an apron on. 
% And, ſeated on a three- legg'd ſtool, 
« Commanded of dead hair, the ſprigs—— 


To do their duty upon wigs. . 


The violence of the univerſities might ariſe from his m i 
ſending the royal children to Germany for education ; but have 
not their majeſties amply made up that ts Oxford, by a viſit there? 
and is not Cambridge ta receive the ſame honour ? By 

e ce 
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* By ſuch miſtakes is nature often foil'd: 
Such ĩimproprieties ſhould never ſpring —— 
Thus a fine chatt*ring barber may be ſpoil'd, 
% To make a moſt indiff rent king. 


* Sir! Sir! (I hear the world exclaim) 

% At too high game you impudently aim 
% How dare you, with your jokes and z:bes, 
„Tread, like a horſe, on kingly tribes ? ?? 


Folks who can't ſee their errors, can't reform : 
No plainer axiom ever came from man : 
And *tis a chriſtian's duty in a ſtorm, 
To fave his ſinking neighbour, if he can: 
Thus, I to x1nGs my odes of wiſdom pen, 
Becauſe that kings have ſouls like common men. 


The bible warrants me to ſpeak the truth - 
Nor, mealy-mouth'd, my 81 70 in ſilence keep. 
uc 


Did not OLD Na TrHAN tell that buckiſh youth, 
David the KING, that he ſtole ſheep ? 

Stole poor Uriah's little fav'rite lamb 

An ewe it chanc'd to be, and not a ram 

For had it been a ram, the royal glutton 

Had never meddled with Uz1an's mutton. 


What modern courtier, pray, hath got the face 
To ſay to majey, O KING! 3 
% At ſuch a time, in ſuch a place, 
& You did a very foolz/h thing ! !'? 
What courtier, not a foe to his own glory, 
Would publiſh of his king this ſimple ſtory ? 


Tue APPLE-DUMPLINGS AND A KING, 


ONCE on a time, a monarch, tir'd with hooping, 


Whipping and ſpurring, 
Happy in worrying 
A poor, defenceleſs, harmleſs buck ; 
(The horſe and rider wet as muck) 
From his high conſequence and wiſdom ſtooping, 


* Enter'd 


1 
Enter d, through curioſity, a cot, 
Where ſat a poor old woman and her ror. 


The wrinkled, half-blind, good, old granny, 
In this ſame cot, illum'd by many a cranny, 
Had finiſh'd ſome apple-dumplings for her pot : 
In tempting row the naked dumplings lay, 
When, lol the monarch, in his uſual way, 
Like lightning ſpoke, What's this ? what's this? 
% what ? what ? 


Then taking up a dumpling in his hand, 

His eyes did with admiring expand 
And oft did majeſty the dumpling grapple : 

« Tis monſtrous, monſtrous hard, indeed, he cried : 


What makes it, pray, ſo hard? the dame replied, 


Low court'ſying, © Pleaſe your majeſty, the apple.“ 


% Very aſtoniſhing, indeed! —ſtrange thing! 

(Turning the dumpling round, rejoin'd the king) 

« ”Tis moſt extraordinary, then, all this is 

« It beats all Pixx TTI's conjuring all to pieces 

« Strange I ſhould never of a dumpling dream— 

« But, Goody, tell me, where, where, where's the 
« ſeam ?”? 


% 


« Sir, there's no ſeam (quoth ſhe) I never knew 
« That folks did apple-dumplings ſew.” — 

« No!” cried the ſtaring monarch with a grin, 

« How? how ? the devil got the apple in?“ 


On which the dame the curious ſcheme reveal'd, 
By which the apple lay ſo fly conceal'd, 

Which made the Solomon of Britain ſtart ; 
Who to the palace with full ſpeed repair'd, 


And queen and princeſſes, ſo beauteous, ſtar'd, 


All with the wonder of the dumpling art ! 


There did he labour one whole week to ſhew, 
The wiſdom of an «a PPLE-DUMPLING MAKER 3 
And lo! ſo deep was majeſty in dough, 

The palace ſeem'd the lodging of a 6aker. 


READER, 
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READER, thou likeſt not my tale Hook 'ſt l 
Thou art a courtier rar ſt, . Lies, lies, lies!“ 
Do for a moment ſtop thy cries— 
I tell thee, roaring inſidel, tis true. 


Why ſhould it not be true? - the greateſ s 
May aſk a fooliſh gueſtion now and then 
This is the language of all ages-: = Fo 
Folly lays many a trap—we-ecan't eſcape it, 
Nemo (ſays one) omnibus Boris ſapit. . 


Far from deſpiſing kings, I like the breed, 
Provided KING-LIKE they behave. 
Kings are an inſtrument we need, 
Juſt as we want razors for to ſhave ; 
To keep the ſtate's face ſmooth—ygive it an air 
Like my Lord North's, ſo jolly, round, and fair, 


My ſenſe of kings, though freely I impart, 
I hate not royalty, Heav'n knows my heart. 
Princes and princeſſes I like, ſo loyal 
Great Geor—'s children are my chief delight; 
The ſweet Auguſta and ſweet Princeſs Royal, 
Obtain my love by day, and pray'rs.by night. 


Yes! TI like kings—and oft look back with pride 
Upon the Edwards, Harrys of our iſle 

Great ſouls! in virtue as in valour tried, | 
Whoſe actions bid the cheek of Britons ſmile. 


Muſe! Jet us alſo forward look, 
And take a peep into fate's book. . 
Behold the ſceptre young AvevsTvus ſways ; 
I hear the mingle] praife of millions riſe ; 
I ſee up-rais'd to Heav*n their ardent eyes; 
That far their monarch aſk a length of days, 


Bright in the brighteſt annals of renown, 
Behold fair fame his youthful temple crown 
With laurels of unfading bloom; 
Behold pominion ſwell beneath his care, 
And genius, riſing from a dark deſpair, 
His long-extinguiſh'd fires relume. 
- Such 
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Such are the kings that ſuit my taſte, I . 
Not thoſe where all the lirrlenefſer join 


Whoſe ſouls ſhould ſtart to find their lot a he ,, 
And bluſh to ſhew their noſes on à coin. 


Reader, for fear of wicked applications, 
I now allude to kings of foreign nations. 


Poets (fo unimpeach'd tradition fays), 
The ſole hiſtorians were of ancient days, 

Who help'd their heraes Fame's high hill to 88 
Penning their glorious acts in lauguage ſtrong, 
And thus preſerving, by immortal ſong, | 

Their names amidſt their tuneful amber. 


What am I doing ? Lord! the ver fame— 
Preſerving many a deed deferving | 
Which that old lean, devouring ſhack, call'd time, 

Would without ceremony eat; 
In my opinion, far too rich a treat— - 
I therefore merit ſtatues for my rhyme. _ 


« All this is laudable (a quaker cries), 
But let grave wiſdom, friend, thy verſes rule; 
Put out thy ixowyY's two ſquinting , 
«+ Deſpiſe thy grinning monkey, RIDICULE.” 


What ! flight my ſportive monkey, RIDICULE, 

Who acts like birch on boys at ſchool, 
Neglecting lefſons—truants, p*rhaps, whole weeks ! 

My z1D1icUuLE, with humour fraught, and wit, 

Is that ſatyric friend, a gouty fit, | 
Which bites men into health and roſy theeks. 


A moral mercury, that cleanſeth ſouls | 
Of ills that with them play the dey'l—-: : 

Like mercury, that much the pow'r controuls | 
Of preſents gain'd from ladies over civil. 


Reader, I'll brag a little, if you pleaſe ; 
The ancients did ſo, therefore why not I ? 
I. o! for my good advice I aſk no fees, 5 
Whilft other doctors let 2 patients die; 


(OT 


That is, ſuch patients as can't pay their cure 
A very ſelfiſh, wicked thing, I'm ſure. _ 


Now, though I'm ſoul-phyſician to the king, 

I never begg'd of him the ſmalleſt thing, 
For all the threſhing of my virtuous brains ; 

Nay, were I my poor pockets ſtate t'impart, 

So well I know my royal patient's heart, 7 
He would not give me-two-pence for my pains. 


But hark, folks ſay the king is very mad—— 
The news, if true, indeed, were very fad, 
And far too ſerious an affair to mock it 
Yet how can this agree with what. I've heard, 
That ſo much by him are my rhymes rever'd 
He goes a hunting with them in his pocket. 


And when thrown out—which often is the caſe 
(In bacon hunting, or of bucks of race), 
My verſe ſo much his Majeſty bewitches, 
That out he pulls my honour'd opes, 
And reads them on the turnpike roads 
Or under trees or hedges, by ponds and ditches. 


Hark, with aſtoniſhment, a ſound I hear, 

That ſtrikes tremendous on my ear; 

It ſays, great ARDEN, commonly called Perren, 

Of mighty GeorGE's thunderbolts the kzeper, | 

E like of Jupiter the famous eagle, of" ; 
order'd out to hunt me like a beagle. 


But, eagle PeyrE, give my love A 
Unto thy lofty maſter, Mr, Jove, | 
And aſk how it can ſquare with his religion, 

To bid thee, without mercy, fall on | 
With thy ſhort ſturdy beak and iron talon, 
A pretty, lrtle; harmleſs, cooing pigeon ? 


By Heav'ns, I believe the fact 

A monarch cannot ſo unwiſely act! E 
Suppoſe that kings ſo rich are always mumping, | 

— and preſſing miniſters for money; 
Bidding them on our hives (poor bees) be thumping, 

Trying to ſhake out all our honey 
* A thing 


* 
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A thing that oft has happen'd in our ifle !— 
Pray ſhan't we be allow'd to ſmile ? 
T. cut a joke, or epigram contrive, 
By way of folace for our plunder'd hive ? 


A King of France (I've loſt the monarch's name), 
Who avariciouſly got himſelf bad fame, 
By moſt unmannerly and thieviſh plunges— 
Into his ſubjects“ purſes, 
A deep manewvre, that obtain'd their curſes, 
. Becaule it treated the gentlefolks like ſpunges. 


To ſhew how much they reliſh'd not ſuch ſqueezing, ' 
Such goods and chattles ſeizing, 
They publiſh'd L18E1.s, to difplay their hate, 
To comfort in ſome ſort their ſouls, 
For ſuch a number of legal holes 
Eat by this xovaAL RAT in each eſtate. / 


The PIA op'd his gullet like a ſhark, 
To hear ſuch ſatires on the GRAND MonARQUPP, 

And roar'd, . Meſſieurs, you ſoon ſhall feel | 
« My criticiſin upon your ballads, SN 
Not to your taſte ſo ſweet as frogs and ſallads, 

A ſtructure critical yclep'd BAsTILE.“ 


But firſt he told the tidings to the king, | | 
Then ſwore Par Dieu, that he would quickly bring 
Unto the r their noſes down 
No, not a ſoul of 'em ſhould ever thrive : 

He'd flog them. like St. Bartlemew, alive 9 
Villains! for daring t'inſult the crown. | 


The monarch heard Monfievr Le PR RME A out, 
And, ſmiling on his loyalty ſo ſtout, 
Replied, © Monfieur Le Premier, you are wrong 
% Don't of the pleaſure let them be debarr'd —g—- 
« You know how we have ſerv'd *em—faith,”'tis hard 
They ſhould not for their money have a so.“ 


Ovid, ſweet ſtory-teller of old . 
Unluckily tranſported for his rhymes, Fs 
K 2 Addreſs'd 
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Addreſs'd his book before he bade it walk; 
Therefore my worſhip, and my ode, 


In imitation of ſuch claſſic mode, | 
May, like two Indian nations, have a TALK, 


Pear ode! whoſe verſe the true ſublime affords, _ 
+ Go, viſit Kings, Queens, Paraſites, and Lords; 
« And if thy modeſt beauties they adore, 
Inform them they fhall ſpeedily have more.” 


But poflibly-a mighty king may ſay, 
„Ode! ode — What; I hate your mene, 
« I'd rather hear a jack-afs bray, 


A never knew a poet worth the hanging. 


I hate, abhor them but III clip their wings ; 
I' teach the ſaucy knaves to laugh at kings | 
« Yes, yes, the rhyming rogues their ſongs Auen oe, 
„A ragged, bold - face, allad-finging crew. 
„Ves, yes, the poets ſhall my pow'r confeſs ; 
« 1 wan) that ws pawning devil call'd the . 


If furious thus exclaims a king of glory, 
Tell him, O gentle muſe, this pretty POW... Dee 


— * 


— 


KING CANUTE AND HIS NOBLES, 


2 TALE. 


CANUTE was by his nobles 3 to fancy, 
That by a kind of royal necromancy, 
He ha the wir Old Ocean to controul 
Down ruſh'd the royal Dane upon the 
And ind, like a ſecond n comman 
Poor ſoul!! 


1. Go * ye waves, you blult ring rogues,” ” quot 
6 Touch 2 your lord and a Mr, Sau, . 4 55 


1 For, 


1 
« For, by my pow'r almighty, if you do 
Then Waring vengrance — out he held a ſtick, 
Vowing to drive Old Ocean to OLD Nick, 
Should he ev'n wet the latchet of his ſhoe. 


The ſea retir'd—the monarch fierce ruſh'd on, 
And look'd as if he'd drive him from the land 
But szA, not caring to be put upon, | | 
Made for a moment & bold ſtand, 


Not only make a fand did Mr. Oczan, 
But to his honeſt waves he made a motion, | 
And bid them give the king a hearty trimming : _ 
The orders ſeem'd a deal the waves to tickle, 
For ſoon they put his majefly in PICKLE ; 
And ſet his royalties like geeſe a ſwimming. 


All hands aloft, with one tremendous roar, 
Soon did they make him wiſh himſelf on ſhore ! 
His head and ears moſt handſomely they dous d 
uſt like a porpus, with one general ſhout, | 
he waves fo tumbled the poor king about. 
No Anabaptiſt e'er was half fo ſous'd. 


At length to land he/crawl'd, a half drown' thing, 
Indeed, more like a crab than like a king, 
And found his courtiers making rueful faces ; 
But what faid Canute to the lords and gentry, 
Who hail'd him from the water, on his entry, 
All trembling for their lives or places? 


My lords and 2 ntlemen, by your advice, 
„I've had with Mr. SEA a pretty buſtle ; 
« My treatment from him was not over nice, 
« Juſt made a jeſt for ev'ry ſhrimp and muſcle: 
« A pretty trick for one of my dominion 


„My Jords, I thank you for your great opinion. 


« You'li tell me, p'chaps, I've only loſt one game, 
« And bid me try another for the — ; 

Permit me to inform you all, with ſhame, " 
That you're a ſet of knaves, and I'm a lubber.* 
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such the ſtory my dear ode, 

Which thou wile dear © d land TE t % 
Yet much I fear, twill be of no great uſe: 

Kings are in ge n ral obſtinate as MULES: | 

Thoſe who eee. them moſtly xocuzs and FOOLS, 
And therefore can no benefit produce. 


Yet ſtories, ſentences; and golden W 

Undoubtedly were made for rogues and fooks 5 

But this unluckily the ſimple fact is; 

Thoſe rogues and fools do nothing but aamire, 

And all ſo dev*'tiſh modeſt, don't defire | 
The glory of reducing them to practice. 


NEW. 
L Y „an E 8 
4 042-88. + 
ROYAL ACADEMICIANS, | 
'FORk 1792. 
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Paint and the men of canvaſs un lays, 
Who ſhew their works for profit and for praiſe ; 
Whoſe pockets know moſt comfortable fillings 


Gaining two _ funds wank by ſhillings. 


* 


ODE x. 


Wen * Aecount of bis great RezatION-—Bogf- 
eth Praiſeth Sir WILL1aM CHAMBERS and SOMER= 
sET Heuss — dpplendeth. Sir Jos uA len 


and /hewett deep claſſic Learning. 


FY Coufn Pindar, in his odes,  __ - 
Applauded horſe-jockeys and gods, 


Wreſtlers and boxers 1 in his verſe divine ! 


To 
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Then ſhall not I, who boaſt his fire, 
And old hereditary lyre, 
To Britiſh-painters give a golden line 4 


Say, ſhall yon dome ſtupendous riſe, 
Striking with Attic front the ſkies— _ 1 
The nurſing dame of many a painting os 
And I immortal rhyme refuſe; 0 
To tell the nations round the news, 
And make poſterity with wonder gape * ; 


- Spirit of Couſin Pindar, ho! 

By all thy odes, the world ſhall know, 
That Chambers plann'd it—Be his name rever'd ! 

Sir William's journeymen and tools, 

(No pupils of the Chineſe ſchools), | 
With ſtone, and wood, and lime, the fabric rear'd ! 


Thus having put the Knight in rhyme, 

Now let us ſee what this rare dome cena. Nas 
Where rival artifts, for 4 name, = 
git by that glorious mad-dog Fame, 

Have fixt the labours of their brath and brains. 


O muſe! Sir Judas 's maſter-hand. 
Shall firſt our lyric laud command— V 
Lo! Tarleton e on his boot ſo tight! 


His horſes feet a JET CN 
And long with Lankies —— | 
I think I hear them ſnorting for the the fake! | | 


| Behold with fire each eye-ball glowing! | 
I wiſh indeed their manes, ſo flowing, 

Were more like hair the brutes had Nen as good, 
If, flaming with ſuch elaſſic force, 
They had reſembled leſs that boris 

Call'd Trojan, and by Greeks * def wood. 


0 Paining bete expo is by no means mat to eon 
vey an idea of inſult is great propr is got 
in it.—The reader will pleaſe to recollect, 2 A 
imitative ar. Monkeys are prodigious imitators.—witneſs my 
own Odes.—Befides, Fope compliments the —— Newton by 
a imilar alluſion. 
Now 
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Now to yon Angel let us go— 
A fine performance, too, I trow, 
Who rides a cloud indeed a pooriſh hack 


Which to my mind doth certes bring, 


That eaſy bum-delighting thing, 
Rid by the Chancellor—-yclep'd a fack. 


Yet, Reynolds, let me fairly ſay, 
With pride I pour the lyric lay 
To moſt things by thy able hand expreſt— - 
Compar'd, alas! to other men, 
Thou art an eagle to a wren !— 


Now, Mrs. Mufe, attend on Mr. H. 


— ca 4 — »— é 


ODE II. 


PETER falleth foul on Mr. Wer, for repreſenting our 
Blefſed — like an OLD CLornESsS MAN 
and for miſrepreſenting the ArosrLEkS.— PETER de- 
ſeribeth St. Paul, and JUDAs and the AroOSTLES— 

Cutteth-up Mr. WesT's Angel. Attacketh another Pic 

ture of Mr. WEsT's—Weepeth over the hard Fate of 

Paince OcTAvivs and AVGusTVs, Children of our 


Moft Glorious Sovereign. 


WEST, what hath thy pencil done? 
Why, painted God Almighty's Son 
Like an old clethes-man, about London ſtreet 
Place in his. hand a ruby bag... 
To hold each ſweet collected rag: 
We then ſhall ſee the character complete. 


Th' Apoſtles, too, I'm much afraid, 
Were not the fellows thou haſt made | 
For Heav'n's fake, Nel, pray rub them out again— 
There's not a mortal who believes 
They look'd like old * Salvator's thieves, 
Although they might not look like Gentlemen. 


Salvator Roſa, happy in bis characters of banditti. ? 


1 ws 1] | 
St. Paul molt candidly declares, - 4 
He could not give himſelf high avs + 
Upon his on—which was rather homely 
But really, as for all the reſt, 
Save Judaz, wlio was a rank beaſt, | 
They all were decent een _ comely. ; 


Thy 7 its, too, can t boaſt the graces— 
Two Indian angels by their faces 

But ſpeak here are their wings to mount the wind ? 
One would ſuppoſe M*Bride * had met em 


If thou haſt fpare ones, quickly get zen, 
Or elſe the lads will both de left behind. 


Ghoſt of yr wow wh = r 
And thou, A | 
Why Ve hath murder d you, my tender jambs! 
You bring to mind vile Richard's dead, 
Who bid the » royal couſins bleed, 
For which the work the ye r 


. 
me 
But — 2 — by ching — a 
Some merit thou muſt furely own, $705 
2 getting 4 ſo near the throne, b 
And gaining iſpers from the beſt of ings. 


ODE m. 
Peter adminiftereth fage Advice to very young Painters, 


EOPLE muſt mount by flow degrees fo glory— 
P Tis ſtairs muſt lead A to the Attic 5 
Thus ones my great old name · ſake, PETER CzAR ; ; 


N 
Capt. M<Bride, famous for wo 'nging men of war, as If as | 


partridges, See his Letter t to the Admiralty. 


” r L „ 


Who 
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And ſtruts the verieſt Bantam cock of paint. 
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Who bound himſelf, in Holland, to a trade ; 


A very pretty carpenter he made ; 
And then went * home, and built a man of war, 


The lad who would a *pothecary fhine, 
Should powder claws of crabs, and jalap, fine, 
Keep the ſhop clean, and watch it like a porter : 
Learn to boil glyſters—nay, to give them too, 

If blinking — can't the bus'neſs do; 
Write well the labels, and wipe well the mortar. 


Before that boys can rife to maſter · tanners, 
Humble thoſe boys muſt be, and mind their man- 
ners; 

Deſpiſing pride, whoſe wiſh it is to wreck em: 
And mornings, with a bucket and a ſtick, 
Should never once diſdain to pickk/ 

From ſtreet to ſtreet, fair lumps of Album Griacum. 


Thus ſhonld young limning lads themſelves demean ; 
Learn how to keep their maſters bruſhes clean, 

And learn to ſqueeze the colours from the bladders 
Furbiſh up rags—the.ſhining pallet ſet - 
Keep the knives bright—and eke the eaſel neat - 

Such arts to Fame's high temple are the Jadders. 


Voung men—ſo uſeful are the arts I mention 


(Believe me, not an atom is invention). 

The inſtant that I pen this ode, I know | 
A Jew-like, ſhock-polt*d, ſcrubby, ſhort, black man, 
More like a cobler than a gentleman— 

Working on canvaſs; like a dag in dough, 


By Heav'ns! with fcarce more knowledges than 
theſe | 
He earns a guinea ev'ry day with caſe ; ' 


Attempteth heads of princes, dogs, cats, ſquires— 


Now on a monkey vent'reth—now a ſaint— 
Talks of him/elf, and much himſelf admires, 


* To Ruſlia. 
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But mind me, youths, I don't conceit adviſe, 
Becauſe 'tis fulſome to men's ears and eyes; 
Whoſe tongues might cover you with ridicule— 
And pray, who loves the appellation, Fool ? 


Yet, if in ſpite-of all the muſe can fay, 
You wil % on going the wrong way, 
And æi to be a laughing - ſtocx 
Copy our little old black antam cock — 


Whoſe ſoul, moreover, of ſuch ſort is 
With ſo much acrimony overflows, 
As makes him, whereſoe'er he goes, 

A walking thumb- bottle of Aua: fortis. 


*.* According to the chronology of events, theſe 
Odes ſhould have been inſerted nearer the beginning 
of the volume ; but as the London Edition binds them 
promiſcuouſly up together, and PETER has never 
condeſcended to give a complete ſeries of his works 
in uniform order, they are placed here as they were 


found packed cloſe, Sine Corio Turcico. 
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The Lyric Bard commendeth Mr. GartnszoROUGH's P1G 


— Recommendeth Lax bscAE to the Artifl, 


ND now, O muſe, with ſong ſo big, 
Turn round to Gain/b'rough's s girl and pig, 
Or pig and girl, I rather ſhould have ſaid: 
The pig in white, I mult allow, 
Is really a well-painted ſow : 
I wiſh to ſay the ſame thing of the maid. 


As for poor St. Leger and Prince, 
Had I — 2 I ſhould wince, 
Thus to be gibbeted for weeks on high: 


” „ 
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3 Juſt like your felons after death, 
| On Bagſhot, or on Hounflow Heath, 
That — from travellers the pitying figh. 


Yet Gain/borough has great merit, too, 
Would he his charming fort purſue 

To mind his landſcape have the "modeſt grace 
Yet there ſometimes are Nature's tints deſpis'd ; 
I wiſh them more attended to, and priz'd, 


Inſtead of trump'ry that uſurps their place. 


—_ 


— 


| | n 
PETER guarreleth with Far Proveth its fatal Incon- 
veniences— Accounteth for the Leanneſi and Rags of the 
Mvsz8—D!:/playeth Military Science-—Telleth a won« 
: 2 Story of a SPANISH Mar Quis—Talketh ſenſibly 
a Grey bound, a Hawk, and a Race-horſe—Pointet/ 
| out th proper Subjects for G, vaſe. 


JAINTERS and Poets never ſhould be fat 
Sons of Apollo, liſten well to that. 
1 Fat is foul weather—dims the fancy's fight.: 
; In poverty, the wits more nimbly muſter . 
Thus ſtars, when pinch'd by froſt, caſt keener Juſtre 
On the Black blanket of Ory MoruER Nicur. 


* 
* 
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Your heavy fat, I will maintain, 
| | Is perfect birdlime of the brain; 
And, as to goldfinches the birdlime clings — 


| Fat holds ideas by the legs and wings. 


| Fat flattens the moſt brilliant thoughts, 
Like the buff: ſtop on harpſichords or pinnete 
Muffling their 4 little tuneful throats, a 
That would have chirp'd away like linnets. 


Not only fat is hurtful to the arts, 

But Love, at fat—ev'n LOVE ALMIGHTY ſtarts 
Love hates large, lubberly, fat, clumſy fellows, 
Panting and blowing like a blackfmith's bellows. 
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In Parliament, amidſt the various chat, 
What eloquence of Nox ru's is loſt by fat! 


Mute in his head-piece on his boſom hung, 
How many a ſpeech hath ſlept upon his tongue! 


So far Apollo's right, I needs muſt own, 

To keep his ſons and daughters high in bone: 
The NIN, too, as from hiſtory we glean, 
Are, like Don Quixote's Rozinante, lean 


Who likewiſe fancy ail incumbrance bad, 
And therefore travel very thinly clad ; 
Looking like damſels juſt eſcap'd from jails, 
With backs a! fre/co, and with tatter'd tails, 


How, with large rolls of fat, would act 
A ſoldier or a failor ? 
And *tis a well-atteſted fact, | 
; Apollo was as nimble as a taylor, 
How could he elſe have caught that handſome flirt, 
Miss DApHNE, racing through the pools and dirt? 


The Marquis of CErona, of great parts, 
Could ſcarce ſupport himſelf, he was ſo big 
He ſtarv*d—drank vinegar by pints and quarts, 
And got down to a Chriſtian from a pig. 
Some author ſays, his ſkin (but ſome will doubt him) 
Would fold a half. a- dozen times about him. 


Reader !—of lie I urge not an iõta: 
His ſkin would really round his body come, 
Though tight before as parchment on a drum— 
Juſt like a Portugueſe Capota,— 


Yes—yes—indeed, I ſolemnly repeat, 

Painters and bards ſhould very little eat: 

No matter, verily, how flight their fare— 
Nay, though, camelion-like, they fed on air— 


Elſe they're, like ladies, much inclin'd to feeding 
Who, often when they fatten, leave off breeding ; 
Or, like the Hen, facetious Æſop's ſtory, 

So known ſhall not lay the tale before ye. 


L You 


Thy pictures w 
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Mou would not load with fat a running horſe, 
Or greyhound, you deſign to courſe; | 


Nor would you fatten up the hawk, 
You mean to nimble birds to talk. 


Then pray, young Bruſhmen, if you wiſh to thrive, 
And keep your genius and the art alive, | 


Gobble not quantities of fleſh and fiſh up : 


Beings who can no harm from fat receive, 
May feaſt ſecurely—then, for Heav*ns ſake, leave 
. Greaſe to an alderman, a hog, or biſhop.— 


— — 


. 1 


PETER flattereth Mr. MasoN CHAMBER LIN=—and that 


moſt brilliant Landſcape-painter, Mr. LourHERBOURG 
—PETER admireth, praiſeth, and, conſoleth the Engliib 
Claude, WiLsoN. ; 


HY portraits, Chamberlin, may be 
A likeneſs, far as I can ſee; 
But, faith! T*cannot praiſe a ſingle feature: 
Yet, when it ſo ſhall pleaſe the Lord, 
To make his 1 out of board, 
ill be tolerable nature. 


And, Loutherbourgh, when Heav'n ſo wills, 
To make braſs ſkies and golden hills, 
With marble bullocks in glaſs paſtures grazing ; 
Thy reputation too will riſe, _ 
And people, gaping with ſurpriſe, 
Cry, + Monfieur Loutherbourgh is moſt amazing !" 


But thou muſt wait for-that event— 
Perhaps the change is never.meant— 


Till then, with me, thy pencil will not ſnine 


Till then, old red-nos'd M iſſon's art 
Will hold its empire o'er my heart, 
By Britain left in poverty to pine, 


1 
But, honeſt Vilſon, never mind; Fi 
Immortal praiſes thou. ſhalt find, 
And for a dinner have no cauſe to fear 
Thou ſtart'ſt at my prophetic rhymes 
Don't be impatient for thoſe times ; 
Wait till thou aſt been dead an hundred year. 


ODE VI. 


PETER breaketh out into Learning, and talketh Latin 
Adviſeth young Artiſts to do no more than they can do 
Recommendeth to each the Knowledge of his Genius=— 
PETER talketh of Eſop's Fables and Mr. STUBBS— 
PiTER wentureth on the Stage—Recordeth a Story of as 
Attor, and concludeth facetiouſly, 


cc GUI fit, Mecenas, ut nemo quam fibs ſortem 
Was partly written for thoſe fools 
Who ſlight the very art that would ſupport em, 
In ſpite of gratitude's and wiſdom's rules. 


It brings to mind old ÆEſop's tale, fo ſweet, 
Of a poor country-bumpkin of a ſtag, 

Who us'd to curſe his clumſy legs and feet, 
But of his horns did wonderfully hrag. 


Unlike our London poor John Bulls, 

Who, from the wardrobe of their ſculls, 
Could, with the greateſt pleaſure, piece-meal tear 
Such pretty-looking ornamental geer. | 


But, to the ſtory of the Buck, 5 
(Like many Engliſh ones) much out of luck. 


When to a thicket Maſter Buck was chac'd, 
His fav'rite horns contriv'd to ſpoil his tro 
By keeping the young *ſquire in limbo faſt, 
Till John the huntſman came and cut his throat. 
L 2 | Unfor- 
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Unfortunately for the graphic art 
Painters too often their true genius thwart ; 


Mad to accompliſh what can ne*er be done, bs 
They form for criticiſm—a world of fun. 


The man of hiſt'ry longs to deal in little, 
Quits laſting oil for periſhable ſpittle : 
The man of miniature to hiſt'ry ſprings, 
Mounts with an ardour wild the broom- like bruſh, 
Makes for ſublimity a daring puſh, 


And ſhews, like Icarus, his feeble wings. 


?Tis faid that nought fo much the temper rubs 
Of that ingenious artiſt, Mr, STuBBs, 


As calling him a horſe-painter—How ſtrange, 
That STuBs the title ſhould defire to change! 


Yet doth he curſes on th' occaſion utter, 
And fooliſh quarrels with his bread and butter, 
Yet, after landſcape, Gentlemen and Ladies, 
This very Mr. STruBss prodigious mad is -3 


So quits his horſe—on which the man might ride 
To Fame's fair Temple, happy and unburt; 
And takes a hobby-horſe to gall his pride, 
That flings him, like a lubber, in the dirt. 


The ſelf-ſame folly reigns, too, on the ſtage, 
Such for impaſſihilities the rage! x 14 
The man of farce ti tragedy aſpires, 

And, calf- like bellowing, feels heroic fireg— 


Ws rox for Hamlet and Othello ſigh'd, 

And thought it dev'liſh hard to be denied 

The courtly ABINGQrox's untoward ſtar 

Wanted her reputation much to mar, 

And fink the Lady to the waſhing tub 
So whiſper' d Mrs. Abington, play Scrubs“ — 
To folly full as great, ſome imp may lug her, 
And bid her ſlink in Filch and Abel Drugger. 


An actor, living at this time, 


That now I pen my verſe ſublime, 
" PIR * Could 
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Could not, to fave his ſoul, find out his fort 
But lo! it happen'd, on a * night, 
He on the ſubject got a deal of light; 
And thus doth Fame the circumſtance report: 
After exhibiting to pit and boxes 
To take a dram, the actor ſtroll'd to * Fox's — 
Where ſoon his friend came in, ſuch ſine things ſaying, 
Offering a thouſand pretty ſalutations, 
With full- confirming oath- ejaculations 
Unto this ſon of Theſpis, for his playing. 


% By heav'ns!'““ quoth he,“ unrivall'd is thy merit 

« Thou play'dſt to-night, my friend, with matchleſs 
; „ ſpirit : | 

& Zounds! my dear fellow, let me go to h-ll, 

If ever part was acted half ſo well!“ 


The actor bluſh'd, and bow'd, and filly look'd, 
To hear ſuch compliments fo nicely crook'd— 
Getting the better of his mauvaiſe honte 

And ſtaring at the other's ſteady front, 


He aſk'd,—* What part, pray, mean ye? for, in 
| « troth, | : 
I know of none that you ſhould ſo commend” — 
What part!“ replied the other, with an oath : 
The Bind. part of a Jack-ass 1, my dear friend!“ 


The play'r, pleas'd inſtead of being hurt, 
Thank'd him for the diſcovery of his fort— 
Purſsed his gentus—ſought no higher game, 
And by his 1 won unenvied fame. 


* A tavern near the play-houſe. | 
+ A part in one of the pantomimes, which contains a large 


porcion of kicking, braying, obſtinacy, and tail-wriggling. 
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DE VIII. 
PETER A MW. and Mrs. Coswa v. 


IE, Cofway ! Fin aſham'd to ſay 
Thou own'ft the title of R. A 
7 ſaw, to damn thee *twas the devil's ſending— 
Some honeſt calling quickly find, ö 
And bid thy wife her kitchen mind, 
Or ſhirts and ſhifts be making, or be mending- 


If Madam cannot make a ſhirt, 
Or mend, or from it waſh the dirt, 
Better than paint—the poet for thee feels 
Or take a ſtitch up in thy ſtocking 
(Which for a wife is very ſhocking), 
J pity the condition of thy heels. 


What vanity was in your ſculls, 
To make you act ſo like two fools, 


pains out ? 
Could Raphaels angry ghoſt ariſe, 
And on the figures caſt his eyes, 
He*d catch a viſto] up, and blow your | brains out. 


Mus, in this criticiſm, I fear, 

Thou really haſt been too ſevere: 

Cos wax paints miniature with truth and per it, 
And Mrs. Cos wax boaſts a fund of merit, 


Be more like courtly Horace” s thy page ; 

And ſhun of furious Juvenal the rage, 

Of whom old Scaliger aſſerts gui jugulat 
1d eff—the fellow would not murder boggle at. 


a 7 
* 


This Scaliger employs, too, the word rucidat: 
That is, the bard would daſh through thick and thin, 

And, like a ruffian, would ſo uſe ye, that 

He would not leave a whole bone in your ſkin. 


ODE 
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0 D E 1x 
PeTER evhibiteth Bible Keowledge——Condenmen Eee 
axd md e * 


OSHUA—for I've read my bible over, i 
whoſe fine art J own myſelf a lover,, ,  } 
8 me in mind of Matthew, the firſt een | 
Ahrim got Iſaac—Ifaac, Jacob | 
Joſeph to get, was lucky b's lot, 
nd all his brothers, 
Who very nat'rally made others, 

Continuing to the end of a long chapter — 
A genealogy I read with rapture. 


Yet, poſſibly, not with ſo much delight, | 
As Queenfb'ry? s Duke, delighting in good confer; | 

Reads (which I'm told he doth, from morn to N 
The noble pedigrees of running-horſes, 

Penn'd with a deal of ſubtlety and labour 

By that great turf-apoſtle, Mr. HzBzr. 


_— 


Sir Jos uv 4's happy pencil hath produc'd 

A hoſt of copyiſts, much ot the fame feature 
By which the Int hath greatly been abus d — 

L own Sir Jos nua great but Nature ee 


But what, alas! is ten times worſe 
The progreſs of the art to curſe: 

The copyiſs have been copied too; 
And that, I'm ſure, will never do. 


Such painters are like pointers hunting game— 
Intent on pleaſure, and dog- fame; 

Suppoſe a half. a- dozen dogs, or more, 
Snuffing, and ſcamp'ring, croſſing the field o'er; 


One pointer ſcents the partridge - points 
Fix'd like a ſtatue on the pleaſing gale ! | 
How act the others ?—Stop their ſcamp'ring joints; 
And, lo! one's * is on his 1 s fail. 
| Perhaps 
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Perhaps this dog-compariſon of mine, 
Though vaſtly — ©." and vaſtly fine, 
May not be fully underſtood * 
By all the youngling painter brood ; 
Therefore, that into error they may'nt roam, 
I think 1'l] be a little more ry 2 


Suppoſe a damſel of the rian claſs, 

A treſh-imported, lovely, blooming laſs, _ 
Gay, careleſs, " fwilios; ling in the Park— 

Suppoſe thoſe charms, 2 eaſing to the eye, 

Catch the wild glance, and ſtart the am'rous ich, 


Of ſome young roving military ſpark ! ! 


Lo! as if touch'd by bailiffs, or by thunder, 

Sudden he ſtops—all-over ſtaring wonder — 

A thouſand fancies his warm brain ſurround ; 4 
And nail'd, as if by magic, to the ground, 2 2 
He poinfi# towards thoſe faſcinating'charms + + . | 
That rous'd the hoſt of paſſions up in arms. 


A brother enſign ſpies the ſtock-ſtill lad, 

And ſudden halts—grave pond' ring what it means 
Another enſign, taking this for mad, 

Upon his ſupple-jack deep-marv lin g leans: 


Another enſign after him, too, ſauntering, 
Stops ſhort, and to his eye applies his Al 
To know what ſtay'd his brother enſign's cantering 
Not dreaming of that R—_— the LASS. 


Thus, nofing one the other's back, 
Stands in a goodly row the King“ 8 500 pack; 
Except the fl, whom NaTurE's charms inflame— 


Hs noſe is properly towards the game. 


E'en ſo, the PRESIDENT, to NATURE true, 
Doth mark her form, and all her haunts * ; 
Whilſt half the filly bruſhmen of the land, 
Contented take the x V at "ſecond-hand ; 

Imps, who juſt boaft the merit of tranſlator im 
Horace's ſervum pecus=—imitators. f 


ODE 
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ODE KX. 


PETER _Jeereth Meſſieurs Sannks and ZoFFani, ead 


praiſeth and condemneth Mr. BARRET. 


QAARES and ZorrAx T1! I ween, 
IT better works than yours have ſeen 
You'll ſay, no compliment can well be colder 
Why, as you ſcarce are in your U 
And wait the ſtrength'ning hand of time, 
J hope that you'll improve as you grow older *. 


Believe me, BaxREr, thou haſt truth and taſte ; | 


Yet ſometimes are thou apt to be anchaſſe: 
Too oft thy pencil, or thy genius, flags 

Too oft thy landſcapes bonfires ſeem to be ; 
And in thy buſtling clouds methinks I ſee 
The reſurrection of oLD xaGs. 


O Carrox, our poor feelings ſpare! _ 
Suppreſs thy traſh another year ; | 
Nor of thy folly make us ſay a hard thing 
And 1o! thoſe daubs amongſt the many, 

Painted by Mr, Erwarp PENNY! | 
They truly are not worth a half a farthing. 


, Aa d . x 


— 


ODE XI, 


PeTER cannonadeth F ASHION—Adviſeth People to uſe 
their aun Eyes and Neſes ;. and ordereth what is to be 


done with a bad Noſe. ES 
NE year the powers of faſhion rule 


In favour of the Roman ſchool— 


Then hey, for drawing! Raphael and Pouſſin. 


The firſt is about 70 years of age, and the laſt 63 or 64. 


—— — . — 
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The following year the Flemiſh ſchools ſhall ſirike— 
Then hey, for CoPring—Rubens and Vandyke ! 
And, lo! the Roman is not worth a pin. 


Be not impos'd upon by Fasxion's roar— 


 Fasn1on too often makes a monſtrous noiſ: 
Bids us, a fickle jade, like fools adore 
The pooreſt traſh, the meaneſt toys. 


And, as a gang of thieves a buſtle make, 
With greater eaſe your purſe to take, | 

So FASHION frequently, her point to gain, 
Sets up a howl enough to ſtun a ſtone, 

And fairly picks the pocket of your brain, 


That is, if any brain you chance to own. 


N 
PL 


Carry your eyes with you where'er you go 

For not to truſt to them, is to abuſe mmm, 
As Nature gave them t'ye, you ought to know | 

The wiſe old Lady meant that you ſhould »/e em g- 
And yet, what thouſands, to our vaſt ſurpriſe, . I 
Of pictures judge by other people's eyes! | 
When nature made a preſent of a noſe. . | 
To each man's face, we juſtly may ſuppoſe, _ 2 
She meant, that for itſelf the noſe ſhould hint, 
And judge in matters of perfume and ſtink; 
Not meant it for a mule alone, poor hack!!! 
To bear horn ſpectacles upon its back— | 
« Suppoſe it cannot ſmell, what then? you'll ſay,. 

Fling it away. oo 


X. 41 1 Jr *.% 
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ODE XII. 


The Lyu1c BARD groweth witty on Mr. PETERS Ange? 
and Child and Madam ANGELICA RAUFFMANs : 


EAR Peters / who, like Luke the Saint, 
| A man of Goſpel art, and paint, 
Thy pencil flames not with poetic fury : 


N A 


Tf Heav'n's fair angels are like thine, ' 
Our bucks, I think, O grave divine 
May meet in t'other world the nymphs of- Drury. - 


The infant ſoul I do not much admire : 
It boaſteth ſomewhat more of fleſh than fire 
The pictures, Peters, cannot much adorn ye g- 
I'm glad, though, that the red fac'd little ſinner, 
Poor ſoul ! hath made a hearty dinner, 
Before it ventur'd on ſo Ms a journey. 


Angelica my plaudit gain 
Her art ſo ſweetly canvaſs ſtains | 
Her dames, ſo Grecian! give me ſuch delight? 
But, were ſhe married to ſuch gentle —_ 
As figure in her painted tales 
I fear ſhe'd find a ſtupid wedding - night. 


ODE XIII. 


Puri R laſheth the Ladies. He turneth Stor y- teller. 
PETER rt ord 


AER the ladies with ſuch beauty blaze, 
They very frequently my paſſion raiſe— 
Their charms compenſate, ſcarce, their want of 14 fle— 
Paſling amidſt the ExuizITION crowd, 
I heard ſome damſels faſbionably loud, 
And thus I give the dialogue that paſs'd. 


% Oh! the dear man! (cried one) look ! here? Sa 
«© bonnet! 
% He ſhall paint me—I am determin'd on it | 
„Lord! Couſin, fee! how beautiful the gown ! 
« What charming colours! here's fine lace, here's 


% gauze! 
&« What pretty ſprigs the fellow draws ! 
Lord, Couſin! rene 


«6 Ay, 
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& Ay, Couſin,” cried a ſecond, 22 
60 Abd 2 8 here's mine green, and red, and 
4 ue 


4 There's a complexion beats the rouge of Warren ! 
& See thoſe red lips, oh la! they are ſo nice! 
« What roſy cheeks then, Couſin, to entice !— 

« Compar'd to this, all other heads are CANCION. 


& Couũn, this limner quickly will be ſeen 

« Painting the Princeſs Royal and the Queen: 
Pray, don't you think as I do, Coz ? 

«+ But we'll be painted %, that's pon. 


Such was the very pretty converſation 

That paſs'd between the pretty miſſes, 
Whilſt unobſerv'd, the glory of our nation, 

Cloſe by them hung Sir JosnvA's matchleſs pieces 
Works! that a TrriAx's hand could form alone — 
Works! that a REvuBENs had been proud to own. 


Permit me, Ladies, now to lay before ye 


What happen'd N e a true ſtory. 


4 0-219. | 


peas es one afternoon along the Strand, 
wend'ring eyes did ſuddenly expand 
5 — a pretty leaſh of country laſſes.— | 
6 W ns! My dear beauteous angels, how d' ye do ? 
Upon my ſoul 'm monſtrous glad to fee ye.” 
6c . —— we are glad to meet with you : 
« e re juſt to Londyn _—_— ah how be ye ? 


60 „ We re juſt a ooing, while *tis light, 5 
6 To. ſee St. Paur's before tis dark, — 
44 Lord! come, for once, be ſo polite, 


„And condeſcend to be our ſpark.” 


“ With all my heart, my angels.” —On we walk'd, | 
_ eh of — of Cornwall talk'd: | 


Now 


. | 


nn 
Now did I hug myſelf to think HE 
How much that glorious ſtrufture would m__ —4 
in 


How from its awful grandeur they would 
With open mouths and marv'ling eyes. 


As near to Ludgate-Hill we drew, 
St. Paurꝰ's juſt opening on our view; 
Behold, my lovely ſtrangers, one and all, 
Gave, all at once, a diabolic ſquawl, | 
As if they had been tumbled on the ſtones, 
And ſome confounded cart had cruſh'd their bones. 


After well fright'ning people with their cries, 
And ſticking to a ribbon-ſhop their eyes— _ 
They all ruſh'd in, with ſounds enough to ſtuns 
And clattering all together, thus begun: 


& Swinge ! here are colours, then, to pleaſe! 
« Delightful things, I vow to Heav'n ! 

« Why! not to ſee ſuch things as theſe, 
% We never ſhould have been forgiv'n. 


« Here, here, are clever thing good Lord! 
% And, Siſter, here, upon my worden - | 
& Here, here !—look ! here are beauties to delight; 
« Why! how a body's heels might dance 
Along from Launceſton to Penzance, 
Before that one might meet with ſuch a fight !”” 


„Come, Ladies, twill be dark,” cried “ I fear: 
Pray let us view St. Pau 's, it is ſo near. N 
« Lord! Pzrer (cried the girls), don't mind St. 

* PAUL!— 5 
64 Sure! you're a moſt incuriou ſoul 1 
„% Why—we can fee the church another day, 
** Don't be afraid St. PauL's can't run away.” 


Reader, 


If oer thy boſom felt a thought /ublime, 
N. Drop tears of pity with the man of rhyme! 


* 
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ODE XIV. 


Pere diſclaimeth Flattery— Dęſcribeth the Gu Ax D Mo- 
NARQUE—and promiſeth critical Candour. | 


7 K r very true, that flattery's not my fort— 
I cannot to ſtupidity pay court 

And ſwear a face looks ſenſe (the picture puffing), 

That boaſts no more expreſſion than a muffin. 


And yet, a Frenchman can do this, 
And think he doth not act amiſs ; 
Although he tells a moſt confounded lie— 
{ | KING Lewis leads me into this remark, 
Call'd by his people all, LE GRAND MoN ARE 
A demi-god in every Frenchman's eye. | - 


EE © His portrait by ſome famous hand was done, 

| And then exhibited at the Salon 

; At once a courtly critic criticiſes 

F | „Where is the brilliant eye, the charming grace, 
; « The ſenſe profound that marks the royal face 

% The /oul of LEWIS, that ſo very wwi/e is ?” 


bt Yet when he bawl'd for ſenſe, he bawl'd, I wot, 

1 For furniture the head had never got. | 

6 | Reader, believe me, that this Gentleman | 
3 Was form'd on Nature's very homely plan.— 4 


Clumſy in legs and ſhoulders, head and gullet, 
In mouth abroad in ſeeming wonder loſt, 
As if its meaning had giv'n up the ghoſt ; 
His eye far duller than a leaden bullet ; 
Nature fo ſlighting the poor royal nob, 
As if ſhe bargain'd for it by the job. ES | 


Therefore, ſhould mighty G.. . , or great Lord 
. Noxrrn, | 
Both Gentlefelks of high condition, 
Think it worth while to ſend their faces forth, | 
To ſtare amidſt the RovaL EXHIBITION. 


oF « | 
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If likeneſſes, I'll not condemn the pictures, 

To compliment thoſe migh = polls 
I ſcorn to paſs unfair and cruel ſtrictures, 

By aſking for the-Graces, or their /ouls. 


ODE XV. 


PR rx praiſeth Mr. STUBBs, and adminiftereth wholeſome 
Advice Surpriſeth Mr. Hons with a Compliment—— 
Concludeth with ſuſpecting the Ingratitude of the ROYAL 
ACADEMICIANS. | 


. 


| Wir thy horſes, Stubbs, I view, 
And eke thy dogs, to nature true: 
Let modern artiſts match thee if they can 
Such animals thy genius ſuit— 
Then ſtick, I beg thee, to the brute, 
And meddle not with woman, nor with man, 


And now for Mr. Nathan Hone— 
In portrait thou'rt as much alone, 
As in his landſcape ſtands th*unrival'd Claude. 
Of pictures I have ſeen enough, 
Moſt vile, moſt execrable ſtuff! 
But none ſo had as thine, I vow to God. 


Thus, in the cauſe of painting loyal, 
Sublime I've ſung to artiſts royal 8 
With labour- pains the muſe hath ſore been torn ! 
And yet each academic face, 
I fear me, hath not got the grace 
To ſmile upon the bantling, now tis born. 
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MORE 


LYRIC. ODES, 


FOR THE YEAR 1783. 


ODE I. 


Prrz puffs away. Diſplays his Leas nin eee. the 
Revieauers.Deſcribes himſelf mo pathetically.— Con- 
foles himſelf. Diſſi les the — to the Temple of Fame 
by means of a Piftol, Poiſon, or a Rope, — Addreſſes Great 
Folks,—Gives the King a broad Hint, Aſks a quets 
Rueftion.- Makes as queer an Apofirophe to GENIus. 


ONS of the bruſh, I'm here again! 
At times a Pindar, and Fontaine, 
Caſting poetic pearl (I fear) to ſwine ! 
For hang me, if my laſt year's Odes R 
Paid rent for * lodgings near the gods, 
Or put one ſprat into this mouth divine. 


For odes, my Couſin hath rump-ſteaks to eat 
So ſays Pauſanias—loads of dainty meat! 

And this the towns of Greece, to give, thought fit : 
The beft hiſtorians one and all declare, 
With the moſt ſolemn air, 

The poet might have guttled till he ſplit, 


How different far, alas! ay worſhip's fate! 
To foothe the horrors of an empty plate, 


* {. e. the garret. 
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The grave “ poſſeſſors of the critic throne, 
Gave me, in truth, 'a pretty treat 


Of flattery, mind me, not of meat ; 
For they, poor ſouls, like me, are ſkin and bone. 


No, no! with all my lyric pow'rs, 
I'm not like Mrs. CoswaY's 1 Hours, 
Red as cock-turkies, plump as barn-door chicken ; 
Merit and I are miſerably off— | 
We both have got a moſt conſumptive cough ; 
Hunger hath long our harmleſs bones been picking. 


Merit and I, ſo innocent, ſo good, 
Are like the little children in the wood 
And ſoon, like them, ſhall lay us down and die! 
May ſome good Chriſtian Bard, in pity ſtrong, 
Turn redbreaſt kind, and with the — ſong 
Bewail our hapleſs fate with wat'ry eye! | 


Poor Chatterton was ſtarv'd—with all his art! 
Some conſolation this to my lean art 

Like him, in holes too, ſpider-like I mope : 
And there my rev'rence may remain, alas! 
The world will not diſcover it, the aſs! 

Until I fcrape acquaintance with a rope : 


Then up your Walpoles, Bryants, mount like bees 3 

Then each my pow'rs with adoration fees—- * 
Nothing their kind civilities can hinder— 

When, like an Otho, I am found; 

Like Jacob's ſons, they'll look one t'other round, 
And cry, Who would have thought this a young 

| “ Pindar?“ | | 


Hanging's a diſmal road to fame— 
Piſtols and poiſon juſt the ſame— 


See the Reviews for the laſt year. 
+ A ſublime picture this! the expreſlion is truly Homerical, 
The fair artiſt hath in the moſt ſurpriſing manner communicated 
fo canvaſs the old Bard's idea of the Brandy-fard Hours.—— 


See the Iliad. 
; M 3 And, 
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And, what is worſe, one can't come back again 
Soon as the beauteous gem we find, 
We can't diſplay it to mankind, 
Tho' won with ſuch wry mouths and wriggling pain. 


Ye Lords and Dukes, ſo clever, ſay 
(For you have much to give away, 
And much your gentle patronage I lack), 
_ is it not a crying fin, 
hat folly's guts are to Tis chin, 
Whilſt mine are ſlunk a mile into my back? 


Oft as his facred majeſty I ſee, 
Ah! — (I ſigh), thou haſt good things with 
- thee, - 
Would make me fportive as a youthful cat ; 
It is not that my ſoul ſo loyal | 
Would with to wed the Princeſs Royal, 
Or be Archbiſhop—no ! I'm not for that. 


Nor really have I got the grace 
- To wiſh for Laureat Whitehead's place; 
Whoſe Odes Cibberian—ſweet, yet very manly, 
Are ſet with equal ftrength by Mr. Stanley. 


Would not one ſwear, that Heav'n lov'd fools, 
There's ſuch a number of them made ? 
Bum-proof to all the flogging of the ſchools, 
No ray of knowledge could their ſculls pervade : 
Yet, take a peep into thoſe fellows? breeches, 
We ſtare like congers, to obſerve the riches. 


O genius! what a wretch art thou, 
That canſt not keep a mare nor cow, 
With all thy compliments of wit ſo friſky ! 

Whilſt folly, as a mill-horſe blind, : 
Befide his compter gold can find, 
And Sundays ſport a firumpet and a whiſky. 


ODE 
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ODE II. 


PETER begins to criticiſe — Addreſſes the Britiſh Raphael. 
Promiſes Mr. Weſt great Things, and, like Great 
Folks, breaks his Mord. Laugbs at the Figure of King 
Charles. Laſbes that of Oliver Cromwell; and ri- 
dicules the Picture of Peter and Fohn running to the 
Sepulchre.—Underflands plain-work, and juftly condemns 
the Shortneſs of the Shirts of Mr. Weſt's Angels.—Con- 
cludes with making that Artiſt a handſome Offer of an 


American Immortality. 
1 for my criticiſm on paints, 
Where bull-dogs, heroes, finners, faints, 
Flames, thunder, lightning, in confuſion meet. 
Behold the works of Mr. Wesr ! 
That artiſt firſt ſhall be addreſt— | | 
His pencil with due reverence I greet : 


Still bleeding from his laſt year's wound, 
Which from my doughty Jance he found ; 
Methinks I hear the trembling painter bawl, 
Why doſt thou perſecute me, Saul? 


Weſt, let me whiſper in thy ear 
Snug as a thief within a mill, 
From me thou haſt no cauſe to fear: 
To panegyric will I turn my ſkill ; 
And if thy picture I am forc'd to blame, 
I'll ſay moſt hand/ome things about the frame. 


Don't be caſt down—inſtead of gall, 

Molaſſes from my pen ſhall fall : 
And yet I fear thy gullet it is ſuch, 

That could I pour all Niagara down, 

Were Niagara praiſe, thou wouldſt not frown, 
Nor think the wond' ring gulph one drop too much. 


Ye gods! the portrait ofa King ! 
A very Saracen ! a glorious thing ! F 
t 
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It ſhe ws a flaming pencil, let me tell ye— 
Methinks I ſee the people ſtare, 
And, anxious for his life, declare, | 
King George hath got a fire-ſhip in his belly.” 


Thy Charles What muſt I fay to that? 
Each face unmeaning, and ſo flat 
Indeed, firſt couſin to a piece of board 
But, muſe, we've promis'd in our lays, 
To give our Laney painter praiſe : 
So, Madam, *tis but fair to keep our word, 


Well then, the Charles of Mr. Ne, 

And Oliver, I do proteſt, 
And eke the * witneſſes of reſurrection; 

Will ſtop a hole, keep out the wind, 

And mobs a properer window-blind, | 
Than great + Coreggio's, us'd for horſe protection. 


They'll make good floor-cloths, tailor's meaſures, 
For table coverings be treaſures, 

With butchers, form for flies, moſt charming fiappers ; 
And Monday mornings at the tub, | 
When queens of ſuds their linen ſcrub, 

Make for the blue-nos'd nymphs delightful wrappers. 


Wet, I forgot laſt year to ſay, 
Thy angels did my delicacy hurt ; 
Their linen ſo much coarſeneſs did diſplay : 
What's worſe, each had not above half a ſturt. 
I tell thee, cambrick fine as webs of ſpiders, 
Ought to have deck'd that brace of heav'nly riders. 


Could not their ſaddle-bags, pray, jump 
To ſomewhat longer for each rump ? 

I'd buy much better at a Wapping ſhop, 
By vulgar tongues baptiz'd a flop ! 

Do mind, my friend, thy hits another time, 
And thou ſhalt cut a figure in my rhyme : 


peter and John.” ks figs 
+ Coreggio's beſt pictures were actually made uſe of in the 
royal ſtables in the North, to keep the wind from the tails of the 


horkes. 
Sublimely 
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Sublimely tow'ring *midſt th'Atlantic roar, 
I'll waft thy praiſes to thy * native ſhore ; 
Where Liberty's brave ſons their Pceans ſing, 


And every ſcoundrel convict is a &ing, 
ODE III. 


The Poet addreſſes W. Gainſborough.— Beau great 
Scripture Erudition———- Condemns Mr. Gainſborough”s 
Plagiari/m.—Gives the Artiſt wholeſome Advice. 
Praiſes the Corm/b Boy, and ſays fine Things to Jackſon. 


N OW, GarnszoRoUuGH, let me view thy ſhining 
labours, 
Who, mounted on thy painting throne, 
On other bruſhmen look'ſt contemptuous down, 
Like our great admirals on a gang of ſwabbers. 


My eyes, broad ſtaring wonder, leads 
To yon dear + neſt of royal heads! 

How each the ſoul of my attention pulls ! 
Suppoſe, my friend, thou giv*ſt the frame 
A pretty little Bible name, 

And cal it it Golgotha, the Place of Sculls ? 


Say, didſt thou really paint *em (to be free) ? 
And angel finiſh'd Luke's tranſcendent line 
Perchance that civil angel was with thee— 
For let me periſh if I think them thine. 


Thy ; dogs are good !—but yet, to make thee ſtare, 
The piece hath gain'd a number of deriders— 
They tell thee, genius in it hath no ſhare, 

But that thou foully ſtol*ſ the curs from Snyders. 


* America, 


1 TA frame full of heads, ia moſt bumble imitation of the royal 
amily, 
1 A picture of boys ſetting dogs to fight, 


I do 
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IT do not blame thy borrowing a hint, 

For, to be plain, there's nothing in'. 
The man who ſcorns to do it is a log : 

An eye, an ear, a tail, a noſe,. | 

Were modeſty, one might ſuppoſe ; 


But, z——ds! thou muſt not ſmuggle the whole dog. 


O GarxnsBoROUGH, Nature plaineth ſore, 
That thou haſt kick'd her out of door, 


Who in her bounteous gifts hath been ſo free, 
To cull ſuch genius out for thee— e 


Lo! all thy efforts without her are vain! 
Go find her, kiſs her, and be friends again. 


Speak, muſe, who form'd that matchleſs head? 
he Corniſh Boy “, in tin-mines bred ; 

Whoſe native genius, like his diamonds, ſhone 

In ſecret, till chance gave him to the /n. 


"Tis JacksoNn's portrait - put the laurel on it, 
Whilſt to that tuneful Swan I pour a ſonnet. 


SONNE T, 
T 0 
JACKSON, or EXETER. 


ENCHANTING harmoniſt! the art is thine, 
Unmatch'd, to pour the ſoul-diſſolving air, | 


That ſeems poor weeping Virtue's hymn divine, 


Soothing the wounded boſom of deſpair ! 


O ſay, what minſtrel of the ſky hath giv'n 
To ſwell the dirge, ſo muſically torn ? 

Declare, hath dove-ey'd Pity left her heav'n, 
And lent thy happy hand her lyre to mourn ? 


* OPIE., 
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So ſad, — thy ſongs of hopeleſs hearts complain, 


Love, from his Cyprian ule prepares to fly; 
He haſtes to liſten to thy — ſtrain, ; 
And learn from thee to breathe a ſweeter ſigh. 


9 . 


The great Peter, by a beld Pindaric Jump, leaps frem 
Sonnet to Gull-catching, 


EADER, doſt know the mode of catching gulls ? 
If not, I will inform thee— Take a board, 
And place a fiſh upon it for the fools 
A ſprat, or any fiſh by gulls ador d: 


1 
4 Thoſe birds who love a lofty flight, 
+ And ſometimes bid the ſun good night ; 
4 Spying the glittering bait that floats below ! 
\* Sans cor. monie, on they ruſh 
v1 (For gulls have got no manners), on they puſh, 
And what's the pretty conſequence, I trow 
They ſtrike their gentle jobbernols of lead, 
Plump on the board—then lie like boobies dead. 


Reader, thou need'ſt not beat thy brains about, 

To make ſo plain an application out. 

There's many a painting puppy, take my word, 

Who knocks his filly head againſt a board— 

That might have help'd the ſtate—made a good jailer, 
A nightman, or a tolerable taylor, 


ODE 
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Pzrzx diſcovers more Scriptural Erudition. Oroaus far 
caftic on the Exhibition —Gives a wonderful Account of 
Fe. Dennis,—Blyhes for the Honour of his Country, 


- alls ſenſibly of the Duc de Chartres and the French 
ing. 


CC 3 me in Sodom out,” (exclaim'd the Lord) 
Ten gentlemen, the place ſha'n't be un» 
& tou dm 
% That is, I will not burn it ev'ry board :*? 
The dev*l a gentleman was to be found! 
But this was rather hard, fince Heav'n well kn 
That ev'ry fellow in it was a Few. EE 


This houſe is nearly in the fame condition 

Scarce are good things amid thoſe wide abodes 
Find me ten pictures in this exhibition, 

That ought not to be d—n'd, I'Il burn my odes! 
And then the world will be in fits and vapours, 
Juſt as it was for poor Lord Mansjeld's papers *. 


St. Dennis, when his jowl was taken off, 
Hugg'd it, and kiſs'd it—carried it a mile - 
This was a pleaſant miracle enough, 
That maketh many an unbeliever ſmile. 


& *Sblood! *tis a lie!“ you roar—pray do not ſwear, 
You may believe the wond'rous tale, indeed ! | 

Speak, haven't you ſaid that many a picture here, 
Was really done by folks without a head ? 

And haven't you ſwore this inſtant with ſurpriſe, 

That he who did that thing had neither hands nor eyes? 


® To the irreparable loſs of the public, and that great law ex- 
pounder, burnt! burnt in Lord George Gordon's religious con- 
flagration.— The newſpapers howled for months over their aſhes. 


Obe jam ſatis eft, 
How 
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How is it that ſuch miſerable ſtuff . 
The walls of this ſtupendous building ſtains ?. | 
The Council's ears with pleaſure I could cuff; 
Mind mel don't fay, batter out their & airs. 
What will Duke Chartres ſay when he goes home, 
And tells King Lewis all about the room? | 


Why, viewing ſuch a ſet of red-hot heads, 
Our exhibition he will Iiken Hell to; 
Then to the Monarch, who both wwrites and reads, 
Give hand-bills of the wondrous Katterfelts * ;_ 
Swearing th'academy was all ſo flat, 
He'd rather ſee the wizard aud his cat. 


—_—___— 
— 
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O DE VN. 


The Britiſh Peter elegantly and happily depicts his Great 
Couſin of Thebes — Talks of Fame.—Horſewhips the 


Painte) s, for turning their own Trumpeters. 


Deſultory way of writing, 1 
A hop, and ſtep, and jump mode of inditing, 

My great and wile relation, -Pindar, boaſted : | 

Or (for 1 love the bard to flatter) 

By jerks, like boar-pigs making water, 

Whatever firſt came in kis ſconce, 

Bounce, out it flew, like bottled ale, at once, 
A cock, a bull, a Whale, a ſoldier roatted. 


What ſharks we mortals are for fame! 
How, poacher-like,” we hunt the game! 

No matter, for it, how we play the fool 
And yet, 'tis pleaſing our own laud to heat, 
And really, very natural to prefer 


One grain of praiſe to pounds of ridicule. 


An ignorant and impudent German mountebank, who juggled 
the town out of ſome thoutands, by his bocus pocus tricks, con- 
temporary with the famaus Dr. G—h— m, of Pali-mall. He amuſed 
the town for a long time with the wonderful virtues of his great 
black TOM CAT. | 2 

| N | I've 


1 134 1 


» Pve loſt all patience with the trade 
I mean the painters—who can't ſtay 
To ſee their works by criticiſm diſplay'd, 
And hear what others have to ſay; 
But calling Fame a vile old lazy ſtrumpet, 
Sound their own praiſe from their own “ penny ti umpet. 


Amidſt the hurly-burly of my brain, 
Where the mad lyric muſe, with pain, 
Hammering hard verſe, her {kill employs, 
And beats a tinman's ſhop.in noiſe ; 
Catching wild tropes and fimiles, 
That hop about like ſwarms of fleas— 
We've bf Sir JosHVAa—Ah! that charming elf, 
I'm griev'd to ſay, hath this year loſt h:m/clF. 
Oh! Richard, thy + St. George, ſo brave, 
Wiſdom and Prudence could not fave _ 
. From being foully murder'd, my good friend ; 
Some weep to ſee the woeful figure, 
Whilſt others laugh, and many ſnigger, 
As if their mirth would never have an end. 


Sy 1, 30 


Prithee accept th'advice I give with forrow— 
Of poor St. George the uſeleſs armour borrow; 
To guard thy own poor corpſe—don't be a mule— 

Take it—ev'n now thou'rt like a hedgehog guild, 
(Richard, I hope in God thou art not i 
By the dire ſhafts of merc'leſs ridicule. 


Pity it is! *tis true 'tis pity ! 

As Shakeſpear lamentably ſays ; 

That thou, in this obſerving city, 

Thus run'ſt a wh-r-ng after PRAISE : | 
With frong defires I really think thee fraught : 
But, Dich, the nymph fo coy, will not be caught. 


Yet, for thy conſolation, mind! _ 
In this thy wounded pride may refuge find 


* At the beginning of the exhibition, the public papers ſwarmed 


with thoſe ſelf-adulators. - 
+ Sce Mr. Coſway's picture of Prudence, Wiſdom, and Valour, 


arming St. George. Think £ 
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Think of the /age who wanted a fine piece: 
Who went, in vain, five hundred miles at leaſt, - * 
On Lais, a ſweet fille de joi:, to feaſt © 

The Mrs. Robinſon of Greece. 


Prithee give up, and fave the pains and oil ; 

And don't whole acres of good canvals ſpoil : 
Thov'lt ſay, Lord! many hundreds do like me.” 

Lord! ſo have fellows robb'4—nay, further, 

Hundreds of villains have committed murther ; 
But, Richard, are theſe precedents for thee ? 


ODE VIII. 
Peter grows ironically facetious, 


'ATURE's a coarſe, vile, daubing jade — 

I've faid it often, and repeat it— 
She goth not underſtand her trade— An 
rtiſts, ne er mimi Ber work, I hope you'll Seat it. 


Look now, for Heav'n's fake, at her ſkies ! 
What are they ?—Smoke, for certainty, I know ; 

From chimney-tops, behold ! they riſe, , 
Made by tome ſweating cooks below, 


Look at her dirt in lanes, from whence it comes: 
From hogs, and ducks, and geeſe, and horſes bums 
Then tell me, Decency, I muſt requeſt, 
Who'd copy ſuch a dev'liſh naſty beaſt ? 


Paint by the yard, your canvaſs ſpread, 
Broad as the main-ſail of a man of war 

Your whale ſhall eat up ev'ry other head, 
Ev*n as the ſun licks up each ſneaking ſtar ! 


Ido affure you, 54/4 is no bad trick— 
By bulky things both men and maids are taken 
| N 2 Mind 
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Wich ev'ry feather of his tail and wing. 
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Mind, too, to lay the paints like mortar thick, 
And make your picture look as red as bacon. 

All folks love fize ; believe my rhyme, 

Burke ſays, tis part of the ſublime. 


A Dutchman, I forget his name,. Ian Grout, 
Van Slabberchops, Van Stink, Van Swab, 
No matter, though I cannot make it out— 
At calling names I never was a dab. 


This Dutchman, then, a man of taſte, 
Holding a cheeſe that weigh'd a hundred pound, 
Thus, like a burgomaſter, ſpoke with judgment va/, 
No poet like my broder ſtep de-ground ; 


«© He be de beſteſt poet, look ! 
6 Dat all de vorld muſt pleaſe ; 

Vor he heb vrite von book, 
“ So big as all dis cheeſe !” 


If at 4 #iffance you would paint a pig, | 
Make out each ſingle briftle on his back: 
Or if your meaner ſubject be a wig, . 
Let not the caxon a-diftin&neſs lack 
Elfe, all the lady critics will ſo ſtare, | 
And, angry vow, * Tis not a bit like hair!“ 


Be ſmooth as glaſs—like DENNER, finiſh high: 
Then every tongue commends— 

For people judge not only by the eye, 
But feel your merit by their finger ends : 


| Nay! cloſely nog, or the picture dwell 1 


As if to try the goodngſi by the ſinell. 


Claude's diſtances are too confus'd— 
One floating ſcene - nothing made out— — 

For which he ought to be abus'd, 
Whoſe works have been ſo cried about. 


Give me the pencil, whoſe amazing ſtyle 
Makes a bird's beak appear at twenty mile; 
And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws will bring, 


Make 
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Make all your trees alike, for Nature's iA 

Fond of variety, a wayward child— _ 8 
To blame your taſte ſome blockheads may preſume z 
But, mind that ev'ry one be like a broom. 

Of ſteel and pureſt filver form your waters, 

And make your clouds like rocks and aligators. 


Whene'er you paint the moon, if you are willing 
To gain applauſe—why, paint her like a ſhilling ; 
Or SOL's bright orb—be ſure to make him glow 
Preciſely like a guinea, or a * Jo. 

In ſhort, to get your pictures prais'd and ſold, 
Convert, like Midas, ev'ry thing tg gold. 


* 


I ſee, at excellence you'll come at .: 
Your clouds are made of very brilliant ſtuff; 

The blues on China mugs are now ſurpaſs d, 
Your ſun · ſets yield not to brick- walls, nor buff 


In ſtumps of trees your art fo finely thrives, 
They really took like golden-hafted Knives! 

Go on, my lads—leave Nature's diſmal hiſs, 
And ſhe, ere long,” Will come and copy . 


ODE XX. 
The ſublime Peter concludes in a Sweat. 


HUS have I finiſh'd, for this time, 
My Odes, a little wild and rambling— 

May people bite hke gudgeons at my rhyme ! 

I long to fee them fcrambling— 
Then very ſoon I'll give them more (God willing}, 
But this is full ſufficient for a 4 filling, | 

For ſuch a trifle, ſach a heap / 

Indeed, I fell my goods too cheap. 


* A Portugal Johannes. F 
+ Since raiſed. to eighteen» pence, with, additions. 
 & ol Fini/Þd # 


Finiſb d! a diſappointed artiſt cries, 
With open mouth and ſtraining eyes; 

Gaping for praife, like a young crow for meat 

Lord! why, you have not mention'd e 
Mention thee ? | 

Thy impudence hath put me in a feat | 
What rage for fame attends both great and ſmall ! 
Better be 4-4, than mention'd not at all ! 


KEF ...... — — 
SOME MORE 
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LYRIC ODES, 


FOR THE YEAR 1785. 


ODE LL 


The Divine PETER giveth an Account of a Conference he 
held laſt Year with Satire, who adviſed him to attack 
ſome of the R. A.'s, to tear Mr. Weſt's Works to Pieces, 
abuſe Mr, Gainſborough, fall foul of Mrs. Coſway's 
Sampſen, and give a gentle Stroke on the Back of Mr. 
Rigaud.—7he Pet's gentle Anſwer to Satire—T he Ode 
of Remonſtrance that Peter received on Account of his 
LYRICS Satire t Reply Peter“ Reſolution. 


40 Nor, not this year the lyric Peter ſings.— 
„The great R. A. 's have wiſh'd my ſong 
« to ceaſe; SA 
« J will not pluck a feather from your wings. 
4 So, ſons of canvals ! take your naps in peace 


59 
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Such 


I 

Such was my laſt year's gracious ſpeech, : 
Sweet as the Kings to Commons and to Peers, 
Always with ſenſe and tropes as plum-cake rich ; 
A luſcious banquet for his people's ears! 


„% Not write!“ cried Satire, red as fire with rage, 
„This inſtant glorious war with dulneſs wage; 
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„ Take, take my ſupple-jack, 

« Play St. Bartholomew with many a back! 

Flay half. the academic imps alive ; 

Smoke, ſmoke the drones of that ſtupendous hive. | 


« Begin with George” s idol, Weſt ;— 


And then proceed in order with the reſt: 
This moment knock me down his Maſter Moſes “ 
On Sinai's Mountain, where his noſe is 1 
5 Gen "hs ſo pertly PP againſt the Lord, 
n my word, 
With al that — - Him who rules above, 
As if that Heaven and he were hand and glove.” 


Indeed, quoth I, © the piece hath points of merit, 
Though not poſſeſs'd throughout of equal ſpirit.” 


What!“ anſwered Satire, “ not knock Moſes down? 
O ſtupid Peter! what the devil mean ye? 

He looks a poor pert barber of the town, 

With paper ſign- board out, — Shave for a Penny. 


> 


Obſerve the piteous Iſraelite once more 
Wears he the countenance that ſhould adore ? 
No! tis a ſon of lather, —a rank Pr'g 3 
Who, *ſtead of fetching. the moſt facred law, 
With eber Looks, and reverential AWE, 

« Seems pertly tripping up to fetch a WIG. 


6 With all her thunder bid the mufe 


„ Fall furious on the group of Jews, 


Whoſe ſhoulders are adorn'd with Chrifian faces; 


For by each phiz (I ſpeak without a gibe), 
„ There's not an Iſraelite in all the tribe. 
Not that they are encumber'd by the onA ES. 


® Moſes receiving the Law on Mount Sinai. 


4 Strike 


; 
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& Strike off the head of Jeremiah “, 
& And break the bones of old Iſaiah y : 
« Down with the duck-wing'd angels 7, that abreaſt 
« Stretch from a thing called cloud, and by their 
« looks, 
« Wear more the vifage of young rooks 
« Cawing for victuals from their neſt. 


« Deal Gainſborough a laſh, for pride ſo ſtiff, 

„% Who robs us of ſuch pleaſure for a miff : 

«© Whoſe pencil, when he chuſes, can be chaſte, 
„Give Nature's form, and pleaſe the eye of TASTE. 


« Of cuts on Sampſon 9 don't be ſparing, 
„ Between two garden-rollers ſtaring, 
« Shown by the lovely Dalilah foul play 
&« To atoms tear that I Frenchman's traſh, 
Then bountitully deal the laſh 
« On fuch as dar d to dub him an R. A. TE 


Thus Satire to the gentle poet cried— 
And thus, with lamb-like ſweetneſs, I replied ;— 


% Dear Satire! pray conſult my life and eaſe ; 
« Were I to write whatever you deſire, 
« The fat would all be fairly in the fire,— 

& R. A.'s furround me like a ſwarm of bees, 
« Or like a flock of fmall birds round a fowl 
« Of Jolema ſpeculation, cald an OWL.” 


Quoth I, „ O Satire, I'm a fimple youth, 

« Muſt make my fortune, therefore not ſpeak truth, 
% Although as ſterling as the holy bible, — 

« Truth makes it (Mansfield fays) the more a libel : 


I ſhall not ſleep in peace within my hutch ; 
& Like Doctor Johnfon J, I have wrote Too Muck.“ 


* A picture by Mr. Weſt. . 4 Another picture by Weſt, 
In the Apotheoſis, a picture by Weſt. 
A picture by Mrs. Coſway. ERigaud. 

The ſtory goes, that Sam, before his palirical converſion, replied 
to his preſent Majeſty, in the library at Buckingham-houſe, on 
being aſked by the Monarch, Why he did not write more?. 
„ Pleaſe your Majeſty, I have written tao much.” So candid a 
declaration, of which the ſturdy moralift did not believe one ſyl- 


- Iable, procured him a penſion, and a muzzle, 
- When 
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When Mount Veſuvius * pour'd his flames, 
And frighten'd all the Naples dames, 
What did the ladies of the city do? 
Why, order'd a fat cardinal to go 

With good St. Januarius's head, 
And ſhake it at the WoUNTAIN, "midſt his riot, 
To try to keep the sully quiet: 

The parſon went, and ſhook the jowl, and ſped ; : 
Snug was the word—the flames at once kept houſe, 
The bellowing mountain was as mute's a mouſe. 


Thus, ſhould Lord Mansfield from his bench agree 


To ſhake his lion mane-like wig at me, 

And bid his grim-look'd myrmidons afſail :!— 

With heads Meduſan, and with hearts of bone; 

Who, it they did not turm me into fone, | 
Might t#rz my limbs, /o gentle, into jail. 


Read, read this Ode, juſt come to hand, 
Giving the muſe to underſtand 

That cruelty and ſcandal ſwell her ſong, 

And that twere derer far ſhe held her tongue. 


75 PETER PINDAR, b. 


A THOUSAND frogs, upon a ſummer” O day, 
Were ſporting *midſt the ſunny ray, 
In a large pool, reflecting every face. 
They ſhew'd their gold-lac'd cloaths with pride, 
In harmleſs fallies frequent vied, | 
And gambold through the water with a hea | 


It happen'd that a band of boys, 

Obſervant of their harmleſs joys, 
Thoughtleſs, reſolv'd to ſpoil their happy ſport ; 

One frenzy ſeiz'd both EAT and ſmall, 

On the poor frogs the rogues began to fall, 
Meaning to /þ/a/b them, not to do them hurt. 


* Sce Sir William Hamilton's account. 
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As Milton quaintly ſings, the ſtones gan pour,” 4 
Indeed an Gtaheit⸗ — e 1 
The conſequence was dreadful, let me tell ye; 43 

Oxx's eye was beat out of his head ;— 

This limp'd away, that lay for dead, — | 
Here mourn'd a broken back, and there a belly. 


Amongſt the /ritten, it was found, 

Their beauteous queen receiv'd a wound ; 

The blow gave ev'ry heart a ſigh, 

And drew a tear from ev'ry eye. | Y 
At length, King CROAK got up, and thus begun 5 
« My lads, you think this very pretty rux ! | 4 


by. VR 
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% Your pebbles round us fly as thick as hops. 
1 * Have warmly complimented all our chops;— 
To you I gueſs that theſe are plea/ant fones ! 
1 « And ſo they might be to zs frogs, | a 
« You damn'd, young, good-formothing dogs, 
«6 But that they are fo hayd,they break our bones.” 


PETER! thou mark'ſt the meaning of this fable 
So put thy Pegaſus into the ſtable ! 

Nar wanton thus with cruel pride, 

Mad, Jehu-like, o'er harmleſs people ride. 


To drop the metaphor, —the Fair *, 
Whoſe works thy muſe forbore to ſpare, 
Is bleſt with talents exvy muſt approve : 
And didft thou know her heart, thou'dſt fay— 
„% PERDITION catch the IDLE LAY!” 
Then ſtrike. thy lyre to 1xNocExCE and Love. 


4c Poh! poh!” cried Satire, with a ſmile, 
% Where is the glorious freedom of our ifte, 
«© If not permitted to call names?“ 
Methought the argument had weight _ 
4% Satire,” quoth I, „you're very rightꝰ 
So once more forth volcanic Peter flames! 


* Mrs. Coſway. 
| ODE 
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ODE II. 


The Poet correeth the Muſe's Warmth, who beginneth with 
little lefs than calling Name — i neth at ſome academic 
Gian. Aud concludeth with a Pair of apt and elegant 
Similies. 


AGRAGS and Bobtail of the ſacred bruſh !”” 
For Hezv*n's fake, muſe, be prudent 
Huſh! huſh! huſh! 

The Ode with too much violence begins : 
The great R. A.'s, ſo jealous of their fame, 
Will all declar e, of them we make a game, 

And then, the Lord have mercy on our ſkins! 


Think what a formidable phalanx, muſe, 


Strengthen'd by Meſſieurs Garvey and Rigaud, and Co. 


How dangerous ſuch a body to abule ! 


Then there's among the academic crew, 

A MAN +, that made the prefident look blue; 
Brandiſh'd his weapon—with a whirlwind's forces, 
Tore by the roots his flouriſhing diſcourſes ; 

And ſwore his own tweet Iriſh howl could pour 

A half a dozen ſuch, in half an hour, 


Be prudent, muſe !—once more I pray 

In vain I preach ! tlVadvice is thrown away: 

Ev'n now you turn your noſe up with a ſneer, 

And cry“, Lord! Reynolds hath no cauſe to fear: 

When Barry dares the preſident to fly on, 
*Tis like a mouſe, that, work'd into a rage, 
Daring moſt dreadful war to wage, 

Nibbles the tail of the Nemæan lion. 


Or like a louſe, of mettle full, 
Nurs'd in ſome giant's ſkull 


* Mr. Barry. 


Becauſe 
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Becauſe Goliah ſcratch'd him as he fed, 
Employs with vehemence his angry claws, 
And gaping, grinning formidable jaws, 

To carry off the 6IANT's HEAD ! 


ODE III. 


The Poet addreſſeth Sir William Chambers, a Gentleman 
of Conſequence in the Election f, R. A.*s— He accuſeth 
the Knight of a partial and ridiculous Diftribution of the 
Academic Honours —T hbreateneth him with Rhyme—— Ad- 
wiſeth a Reformation. 


NE minute, gentle irony, retire | 
Behold ! I'm graver than a muftard-pot ; . 

The muſe, with bile hot as fire, a 

Could call fool, puppy, blockhead, and what not? 

As brother Horace has it ume, jecur : 

Nor in her angry progreſs will I check her. 


I'm told, that Satan hath been long at work 
To bring th*academy into diſgrace ; 
Oh! may that member's b—ck—de feel his fork, 
Who dares to violate the ſacred place! 
Who dares the devil join | 
In fo nefarious a defien ? 
Yet, lo! what dolts the Honours claim ! 
J leave their wok ks to tell their name. 


Th'academy is like a microſcope 
For by the magnifving pow'r are ſeen 

- Objects, that for attention ne'er could hope; 

No more, alas! than if they ne'er had been. 


So rare a building, and ſo grac'd 
With monuments of ancient taſte, 

Statues and buſts, relievos and intaglios; 
For ſuch poor things to watch the treaſure, 
Is laughable beyond all meaſure,— 


*Tis juſt like eunuchs put to guard ſeraglios. 
Think 


2 
F 


LE 145: T 
Think not, Sir William, I'm in jeſt 
By Heav'n! I will not let thee reſt : 

Yet thou may'ſt bluſter like bull-beef ſo big: 
And of thy own importance full, 
Exclaim-—* Great cry and little awool /'* 

As Satan holla'd, whea he ſhav'd the pig. 


Yes, thou ſhalt feel my tomahawk of fatire, 
And find that ſcalping is a ſerious N 
Shock'd at ch buſe, . rage inflames my veins! . 
Who can help fawwvearing, when ſuch wights he ſees 
Crept to 2 by ways and means, 

Like mites and ſkippers in a Cheſhire cheeſe? 


What beings will the next year's choice diſcloſe, 
The academic liſt to grace ? 

Some ſkeletons of art, I do ſuppoſe, 
That ought to bluſh to ſhew their face. 


Sir William! tremble at the muſe's tongue; 
Parnaſſus boaſts a formidable throng ! 
All people recolle& poor Marſyas' fate, 
Save ſuch as are dead, drunk, or faſt aſleep : 
Apollo tied the culprit to a gate, 
And flay'd him as a butcher flays a ſheep : 
And why ?—Lord! not as hiſtory rehearſes, 
Becauſe he ſcorn'd his piping, —but his ver/es : 
In vain, like a poor pilloried punk, he bawld, 
And _— _ writh'd, and faid his pray'rs, and 
wi'd ; LIT, 
*T'was all . god purſu'd his ſport, 
And pull'd his Side off, —as you'd pull your irt“ 
Then bid not rage the muſe's ſoul inflame, 
Whoſe thundering voice damnation makes or fame, 


You'll aſk me, perhaps, © Good Maſter Peter, pray 
„ What right have you to ſpeak ?”—then pertly 
ſmile : * 
Pl! tell you, Sir My pocket help'd to pay 
For building that expenſive pile, * 
A pile that credit to the nation gains, 
And does ſome honour to your worſhip's brains. 
0 | It 


* 


"You want — drayborſe for rubbiſh. 


Cs 1 
It made a tax on candles and moe · leather, 
Of monſtrous uſe in dirty weather: 
It made a tax on butchers' ſhops, 


So ſpread its influence-o'ev- poetic chops 4 
A moſt alarming tax to ev'ry poet, 
Whoſe poor 1 


Therefore, Sir Knight; pray mend your manners, 
And don't chuſe coblers blackſmiths, tinkers, tanners: 
Some peo Ae the converſe of low folks, 


To gain rins for good - for- nothing jokes 


Tho? thou, yrs dulneis, may 'ſt be pleas'd to hints 
REvNoLDs ſhall ne er fit'cheek-by-jowl with sw IxE. 


ODE. . 


The Poet again payeth his Reſpedls to Sir William Cham- 
bers—Complaineth of his Illiberality in his Choice of 
R. A.'s Adviſeth him to keep Company with Prudence, 
whom he deſcribeth moſt naturally— He — the 
Knight— And concludeth with a beautiful Simele, 


12 muſe is in the fidgets—can't fit ſtill 
She muſt have t'other talk with you, Sir Will. 
Since her laſt Ode, with ſorrow _ ſhe heard 

You want not men with heav'n y genius bleſt, 
But wiſh the title of R. A. conferr'd 

On ſuch as catch the bugs, and ſweep the ſpiders beſt, 
Waſh of the larger ſtatues-beſt, the faces, 
And clean the dirty linen of the GRACES : 
Scour beſt the ſkins of the young marble brats. 
Trap mice, and clear th'academy from rats. 


' You look for men whoſe heads are rather tubbiſh, 


Or, drum-like, better form'd for found than /er/e ju 
Pleas'd with the fine Arabian to diſpenſe, 


Raiſe 


greyhound ribs with ſorrow ew. iu 
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| Raiſe not the muſe's anger, I deſtre: 

High- born, ſhe's hotter than the lightning's fire, 
And proud (believe the poet's word) ! 

Proud as the lady of-a new-made lord ; 

Proud as, in all her gorgeous trappings dreſt, 
Fat Lady Mayoreſs at a city-feaſt ; 8, 
Whoſe f 


Px vDeNCe, Sir William, is a jewel, — 

Is cloaths, and meat, and drink, and fuel ! 

PR U DEN CE! for man the very beſt of avivesr, 

Whom 3ARrps have eli met with in their lives; 

Which, ceri2s, doth account for, in fome meaſure, 

Their grie vous want of worldly treaſure, | 

On which the ,greate/t blochheads make their:bregs ; 
And fheweth.why we fee, inſtead of lace. 

About the poet's back, with little grace, 

Thoſe fluttering French- lite followers, called x 408. 


Px UpE Nez! a ſweet, obliging, eurtſying laſs, 
Fit through this hypocritic world to p! 

Who kept at firſt a little peddling ſhop, 

Swept her own room, twirl'd her own-mop, - 
Waſh'd her on ſmocks, caught her own fleas, 
And roſe to fame and fortune by degrees; 
Who, when ſhe enter'd- other people's houſes, 
Till ſpoke to, was as filent as a mouſe is ; 

And of opinions, though poſſeſs'd a ſtore, 
She left them with her pattens—at the door. 


Sir William, you're abound and hunting rau 
Undoubtedly the -womar is fair game: | 
But, Nimrod, min muſe is WHIPPER-1N ! 
So that, if ever you diſgrace, 
By turning car, your noble race, 
The Lord have mercy on your cu;/ip's fkin.! 


O 2 ODE 


pouſe makes wigs, or ſome ſuch olorious thing, 
Shoes, gloves, hats, nightcaps, breeches, for the King! 


, 
, 
* 


( 148 ) 


ODE V. 
The Poet openeth his Account of the Exhibitors at the Aa- 
demy—Praiſeth Reynolds — Half damneth Mr. Weſt 


Completely damneth Mr. Wright of Derby—men- 
tioneth Mr. Fuſeli Cemplimenteth Mr, Orvis. 


* 


MIV, fing the wonders of the preſent year: 
Declare what works of ſterling worth appear, 
RevnorLDs, his head divine, as uſual, gives, 
Where Guido's, Rubens', Titian's genius lives ! 
Works! I'm afraid, like beauty of rare quality. 
Born ſoon to fade! too fubje to mortality 4 


Ws r moſt judiciouſly my counſel takes, 
Paints by the acre—witneſs Parſon PETE“. 
For garbs, he very pretty blankets makes, 
Deſerving praiſes in the ſweeteſt metre. 


The fleſh of Peter's audience is not good, 
Too much like ivory, and ſtone, and wood: 
Nor of the figures dare I praiſe th'expreffon, 
With ame folks thought a trifle of tran/greſſion. 


Wesr, your Laft & is a hun iece.— 

Your burn Eines wil not — 20 increaſe: 

With looks ſo thieviſh, with ſuch ſkins of copper! 
Were they for fale, as Heaven's my judge, | 
To give five farthings for them I ſhould grudge, 

Nay, ev'n my old tobacco ſtopper. 


Candour muſt own, that frequently thy paints 
Have play'd the devil with the Saints: 
For me! I fancy them like dove, and throftles ! 
But thou, if we believe ½ art, 
Enough to make us pious Chriſtians Hart, 


 Haſt very ſcurvy notions of Apo/les. 


* Peter preaching, by Weſt, 
What 


| fo} 
What of thy landſcape ſhall I ſay, 5 
Holding the old white ſow, and ſucking litter? 


Curs'd be the moment, curs'd the day, 
Thou gav'ſt the muſe ſuch -ceafon to be bitter { 


But, mufe, be ſoft, and genily, gently figh— 
« More damned ſtuff was never ſeen by eye.” 


Yet mind? thy lend/cape equals Derby WIT 4, 
Whoſe canvaſs gives us very d:;/mal nights: 

. O'er awoollen hills, where gold and filver moons, 
Now mount like fixpences, and now balloons ; 

Where curling wild, in different directions, 

Nice vernücelli repreſents reffeZions ? ; 
In ſflort, where ev'ry thing we ſee appears 
Seems to exchim—** What buſineſs have we here? 


FvusEL1 reſumes the bruſh, to pleaſe the few: 

He deems the Lion, fenſeleſs, arrant crev - 
For ridicule; —juſt fit to make a — 

A Caliban —a great unjudging bea | X 
Whoſe crab-like ſoul to no great heights can climb, 
And therefore cannot feel the true sUBLIME. 


Oye this year (ſo ſay his forms and faces) 
Hath deign'd to pick acquaintance with the ones. 
But where are all his a heads flown ? * 

Pray, Maſter Orrx, leave your tricks, | ds 
| let our eyes ſornetimes on pictures fix L 
That RemBrAnDT had been proud to own. | 


A moſt pitiable performance, indeed.—Tt may be fairly called 
the Dotage of the art. | 
+ A painter of moon-lights. ' 


®s.  . “ 
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! 4954 ODE VI. 
The Poet addreſſesb Majefty—Pleadeth the Cauſe of poor, 
Having Poetry He acknowledgeth in a former Ode the 
Kindneſs of Fame, yet throweth out a Hint to his Majeſty, 
that his Finances may be improved— He relateth a mar- 
vellous Story of a Feſuit=—Recommendeth ſomething ſimilar 
to his Sovereign. | Ab as 


AE pleaſe your Majeſty, I'm overjoy'd 
To find your family ſo fond of painting: 
I wiſh her ſiſter POETRY employ'd | © 
Poor, dear, neglected girl! with hunger fainting. 
Your royal grandſire (truſt me, I'm no fibber) 
Was vaſtly fond of CoLLey CIBBER. 


For ſubjects, how his Majeſty would hunt! 
And if a battle grac'd the Rhine, or Weſer, 
| He'd cry—< Mine poet fal mak Ode upon't ”* 
Then forth there came a flaming Ode to Cxsan. 


Dread Sire, pray recollect a bit, 
Some glorious action of your life; 
And then your humble poet's wit, 
Sharp as a razor, or a new-ground knife, 


Shall mount you on her glerious balloon odes, 


Like Rome's: great CæsAR, to th'immortal GODS ®, 


A Naples“ Jefuit, HISTORY declares, 

On flips of paper ſcribbled pray'rs, 
Which ew'd of wiſdom great profundity ; 
Then ſold them to the country folks, 

To give their tur kies, hens, and ducks, 
To bring increaſe of fowl- fecundity: 


It anfwer*d—On their turkies, ducks, and hens, 
The country people all were full of brags—— 


Whole little bums, in barns, and mows, and fens, 
- Squat down, and laid Eke conjuration-bags. 


® Diviſum Imperium, cum Jove, Cæſar habet. 
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1 wiſh this /age experiment was tried 

Upon the muſe, my gentle bride 4 
And flips of paper giv'n her, with this pray 

« Pay to the bearer fifty pounds at fight.“ 

Her ſweet prolific pow'rs twould ſo delight, 
She'd breed like a tame rabbit or a hare ! 


LO. — — 


— — 


ODE VII. 


Peter's Account of wonderful Reliques in France, with the 
Devotion paid to them He ſenfible Application to Paint- 
ers and Painting, by Way of Simile. 
N France, ſome years ago—ſome twenty-three, 

At a fam'd church, where hundreds daily joſtle, 

I 1 a prieſt ſix ſous to fee | =p 
The : of Thomas the Apoſtle. 


Gaping upon Tom's thumb, with, me in wonder, 
The rabble rais'd its eyes—like ducks in thunder; 
Becauſe in virtues it was vaſtly rich, 
Had cur'd pofleſs'd of devils, and the itch ; 
Work'd various wonders on a ſcabby pate 
Made little ſucking children ftraight, 
Though crook'd like ram's horns by the rickets $ 
Made people fee, though blind as 421 - 9h 
And made your fad hyſteric ſouls _ | 
Ass gay as graſhoppers and crickets ;, 
Brought noſes back again to faces, 

Long ſtol'n by Venus and her Graces.;. 

And eyes to fill their parent ſockets. 

Of which fad love had pick'd their pockets * -. 
And had the prieſt permitted, with their kiſſes, 
The mob had ſmack'd the holy thumb to pieces. 


Though, Reader, *twas not the Apoſtle's thumb, 
| But mum kk | | 
It play'd as well of miracles the trick, | 
Although a painted piece of flick ! b 
++ th For 


1 * 1 
For fix ſous more, behold ! to view was boltec 
A feather of the Angel Gabriel's wing ! 
Whether 'twas pluck'd by force, or calmly -molted, 
No holy legends tell, nor poets fing. | 
But was,it -Gabri: V's feather, heavinly muſes? 
It was not Gabriels feather, but a goo/e's / 
But ſtay ! from truth we ſhould not wiſh to wander, 
For, poſſibly, the owner was a gander. 


Painters! you take me right The muſe ſuppoſes 
You make your conp de-maitre daſhes, 6 


Chriſten them eyes, and cheeks, and lips, and noſes, 
Beards, wr and whiſkers, and e claſhes ; 


As like, p*rhaps, as a Horſe is like a , 
Or foreſaid ftick, St. Tom th Apoftle's thumb. 


# 


With purer eyes the Britiſh vulgar ſees: 

We are no crawhumpers, no devotees ; | F 
So that whene'er your fingers are mere u, 

Our eyes will never think em feſb and blood. 


ODE VIII. 


The generous Peter reſcueth the immortal Raphael from the 
Ovlogquy of Michael Angelo-—The Part moralizeth-— 
Telleth a Story not to the Credit of Michael 4ngelo, 
and nobly defendeth — 2 Name again his ini. 
dious Attac with æ mg ſage Obſer vation. 


OW difficult in artiſts to allow 
To brother bruſhmen ev*n a grain of merit! 
Wiſhing to tear the laurels from their brow, 
They ſhew 2 ſniv ling diabolic fpirit, 


So tis! however moralifts may chatter - 
What's worſe ſtill—nature will be al ways nature. 
Wecan't brew Burgundy from ſour ſmall beer, 
Nor make a filken purſe of a ſow's car. 


Sweet 


That is, in plainer Engliſh, he was drunk, 


[ 153 ] 


Sweet is the voice of praiſe from eve to morn, 
From bluſhing morn to darkling eve again, 
My muſe the brows. of merit could adorn, 
And, lark-like, ſwell the panegyric ſtrain, 


Pr Arse, like the balm which evening's dewy ftar 
Sheds on the drooping herb and fainting flower z 


Lifts modeſt pining merit from deſpair, 


And gives her eye a golden hour. 


Px take me, if ever I read the ſtory 
Of Michael Angelo without much ſwearing ; 
"Tis ſuch a ſlice cut off from Michael's glory, 
He ſurely had been brandying it, or beering: 


And candour from the man with horror ſhrunk, 


Raphael did honour to the Roman ſchool, 
Yet Angelo vouchſaf'd to call him fool : 
When working in the Vatican, would ſtare, 
Throw down his bruſh, and ſtamp and ſwear, 
If e'er a porter let him in—he'd fore him, 
And if he Raphael caught—moft ſurely bene him, 
a He ſwore "= world 2 a rank aſs 
o pay a compliment to Raphael's : 

For hat he — the fellow well ww 

And that his paltry metal would not paſs. 


Such was the language of this falſe Italian : 

One time he chriſtened Raphael a pygmalion, 
Swore that his madams were compos'd of ſtone ; 

Swore that his expreflions were like owls ſo tame, 


His drawings, like the lameſt cripple, lame; 


That as for compoſition, he had none. 


Young artiſts ! theſe aſſertions I den 
"Twas vile ill manners—not to fay a lie: RY 
RAPHAEL did real excellence inherit, 

And if you ever chance to paint as well, , 
I bona fide do foretel, 
You'll certainly be men of merit, 5 


ODE 
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ODE IX. 


The U eafping Peter telleth a ſtrange Story, and true, though 

Seemeth to entertain no very elevated Opinion 

Wiſtom. of Kings-— Hinteth. at the "Very Narrow 

Tes of Sir Joſhua Reynolds . Ramſay*s Riches 

——A Recommendation of Flaitery as a Specife in F er- 
tune- mating. 


1 told, and I believe the ſtory, | 
That a fam'd Queen of Northern brutes, 

A — — of prodigiaus glory, 
Whom-ewv'ry ſort of wh ts ; 

Whoſe huſband dear j ju happening to 1 her, 

Was ſhov'd to heaven upon a red-hot poker 

Sent to a certain KING, not King of — 
Deſiring by SIR 1 hand his PH IZ. 

What 000 the 

Why, damn'd genreeily Ne to Mr. Dance 4 

Then ſent it to the Northern Queen 

As fweet a bit of avoed as e er was feen ! 

And therefore moſt unlile the PRINCELY HEAD== 

He might as well have ſent a PIG OF -LEAD. 


Down ev'ry throat the piece was crammd 
As done by REYNOLDS, and deſerv'dly damn'd:; 
For as to Maſter Dance's art, 
It ae? er was worth a ſingle . 
33 I BLUSH 32 this time ! 
So let thy IMPUDENCE ſupply the RHYME. 


Thank God! that kings cannot our taſte controul, 
And make each ſubject's poor fubmiſſive ſoul 


The true reaſon that induced his Majeſty to ſit to Mr. an 
landable royal economy. Mr. Dax cx. charged fifty pounds for the 
picture—3ir JosnuA RE VYNSnDS“⁰s price was ſomewhat more than 
a hundred —a very great difference in the market - price of paint 
and canvaſs ; and, let me ſay, that juſtified the preference given 


& wh ked 
the mga ho worked cheapeſt, A 


181 


# fie on: 


Had things beer' fo, Reynolds we had ſcen; 
| Painting * ADE N POLL, —an ALE -HOUSE 
The CAT Sad GRIDIRON, or the old RED LION! 


At * Plympton, perhaps; for ſome grave Doctor Slop, 


Painting the and bottles of the ſnop; 
Or in the DRAMA, to get meat to munch, 


His bruſſr divine had pittur'd ſcenes for P NCH! 


Whilſt WEST was whelping midſt his paints, 
Moſes and Aaron, and all forts of ſaints ! 

Adams and Eves, and ſnakes and apples, 

And dev'ls, for beautifying certain CHAPELS: ' 
But Reynolds is no Favourite, that's the matter, 
He hath not learnt the noble art to fatter +. 


Thrice happy times, when MONARCHS find them 
hard things | 
To teach us what to view with admiration ; 
And like their heads on halfpence and braſs farthings, 
Make their OPINIONS current through the nation! 


I've heard that RAMSAY x, when he died, 
Left juſt nine rooms well ſtuff d with queens and kings; 
From whence all nations might have been ſuppli 
That /ong?d for valuable things. | 
Viceroys, ambaſſadors, and plenipos, 
Bought them to join their raree ſhows 
| In foreign parts, 


And ſhew the PROGRESS of the BRITISH ARTS. 


Whether they purchas'P by the pound or yard, 
I cannot tell, "hub I — An La * 4 * 
= this I knew, his: ſhop was like a fair, 

nd dealt moſt largely in the ROYAL. WARE. 


® Sir Joſhua's native ſpoty in Devonſhire, 


1 This Ode was compoſed before Sir Joſhua was-dubbed King's 


Painter, Poſſibly the great artiſt dreams of my BEAUTIFUL 
LYRIC, and purſued its advice, - 


4 Late painter to his Mae. 


the TASTE that JUDGEMENT oſt cries 
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See what it is to gain a monarch's ſmile !—- * 
And haſt thou miſs'd it, Reynolds, all this while? 
How ſtupid ! prithee, ſeek the COURTI oy 
SCHOOL, 
And learn to manufacture OIL of FOOL. 


FLATTERYs the turnpike-road to rox TUN 2's door- 
Truth is a narrow lane, all full of quags, 
Leading to broken heads, abuſe, and ragsy 
And workhouſes, —ſad refuge for the poor !— 
FLATTERY's a MouNTEBANK ſo /pruce——gets riches 
TRUTH, a plain Simon PukE, a Quaker © 
PREACHER, _ 
A moral mender, a diſguſting teacher, 
That never got a "lixpence by her SPEECHES ! 


— 


ODE K. 


2 he lofty Peter beginneth with an original Sianilo- Dif 
playeth a deep Knowledge of. Homer and modern Dur- 
. chefſes——Concludeth with = a Proptery about his Sove) * 


PAINTERS who figure i in the exhibition, 
Are pretty nearly in the fame condition | 
With cocks on Shrove- tide, which the ſeaſon gathers ; ; 
Flung at by ev'ry lubber, ev'ry brat, 
That hath the ſenſe to throw a bat, 
To break their bones, and knogk about their fathers 


This little diff 'rence, der lies 
Between the painter and the fow!, 1 find 
The artiſt for the poſt of danger trie. 
The fowl is faſten'd much againſt his mind; 
Who, as to his dread ſentence would annul it 
Sue out his habeas corpus, and inſtead 
Of being beat with bats about the head, 
Make handſome love to a ſmart pullet. 


And 
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And yet the painter like a booby groans, 

Who courts the very bats that break his bones, 
But ah from ſcandal is exempt ? | 


Who doth not meet, at times, contempt ; 


Great Jovx, the god of gods, in feures rich, 
Oft call'd his boſom queen a /aucy bitch ; 
Achilles * call'd great Agamemnon hog, 

An impudent, deceitful, dirty dog! 


Behold our lofty dutcheſſes pull caps, 
And give each other's reputations raps, 
As freely as the drabs of Drury's ſchool ; | 
And "_ pray, knows that GEORGE our gracious 
ing x10 : 
(Said by his courtiers to know every thing), 
May not, by future times, be call'd a root ! 


—. 


— 


ODE XI. 


The Bard ſen/ibly reproveth the young Artiſts for their Pro- 
penſity to Abuſe—Meft wittily compareth them to Horſe- 


leeches, Game-cocks, and Curs. 


HE mean, the ranc'rous jealouſies that ſwell 
In ſome ſad artiſts? ſouls, I do deſpiſe ; - 
Inſtead of nobly friving to excel, 
You frive to pick out one the other's eyes. 


" * 5 > 
To be a rainTER was Coreggio's glory 


His ſpeech ſhould flame in gold“! SONO PIT. 
| he TORE.“ ; 


But what, if truth were ſpoke, would be your ſpeeches ? . 
Thiz— We're a ſet of tame-ſucking horſe-leeches, 
„Without a 4/u/h, the pooreft ſcandal ſpeaking, —— 
Like cocks, for ever at each other beaking ! 


* Vid. HOMER. 
1 « As 
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« As if the globe we dwell on were / ſmall, 
„There really was not room enough for ALL.” 


Young men 

I do preſume that one of you in ten 
Hath kept a dog or two, and hath remark'd, 

That when you have been comfortably feeding, 

The curs, without one atom of court-breeding, 
With wat'ry jaws, hath whin'd, and paw'd, and bark'd ; 
Shew'd anxiouſneſs about the mutton-bone, 
And *ſtead of your mouth, wiſh'd it in their ow ; 
And if you gave this bone to one or t'other, 
Heav'ns ! what a ſnarling, quarrelling, and pother ! 
This, perhaps, had often touch'd you to the quick, 
And made you teach good manners by a kick ; 
And if the tumult was beyond all bearing, 
A little bit of fweer emphatic ſwearing, 
An eloquence of wond'rous uſe in wars, 
Amongſt ſea-captains and the brave jack-tars. 


Now tell me honeſtly—pray don't you find 
"Somewhat in Chriſtians aſt of the ſame kind 

That you experienc'd in the curs, 

Cauſing your anger and demurs ? | 
As, for example, when your miſtreſs, FAME, 
Wiſhing to celebrate a worthy name, | 
Takes up her trump to give the juſt applauſe, 

How have you, puppy-like, paw'd, wiſh'd, and 

mA. ;  » I rho of 

And growl'd, and curs'd, and ſwore, and pin'd, 
And long' d to tear the trumpet from her jaws! 
The dogs deſerv'd their kicking, to be ſure; 
But v O fie, boys! go and fin no more. 


a 
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ODE XII. 


The compaſſionate Peter lamenteth the Death of Mr. Hoxx, 
an R. A.—Recommendeth him to Oblivion, the great 


Patron of a Number of Geniuſes. 
HERE's one R. A. more dead! ſtiff is poer 


Honxe ! 
His works be buried with him under the ſame ſtone ; 
I-think the ſacred art will not bemoan em; | 
But, muſe! De mortuis nil niſi bonum 
As to his hoſt a #aveller, with a ſneer, 
Said of his DEAD /mall-beer. 


Go then, poor Hows ! and join a numerous train 
Sunk in OBLIVION's wide pacific ocean 
And may its whale-like ſtomach feel no motion 
To caſt thee, like a JONAH, up again. 


—— — — 
— 


ODE XIII. 


The Poet exhibiteth the Inconftancy of the World, by a mf 
elegant Compariſon of a Flock of Starlings. 


OUNG artiſts, it may ſo fall out, 

That folks ſhall make a grievous rout : 
Follow you—praiſe your painting to the ſkies ; 
When, perhaps, a ribband, (fe upon it!) 

A feather, or a tawdry bonnet, 
Caught, by its glare, their wwonder-/pying eyes. 


Therefore, don't thence ſi uppoſe that you inherit 
Mountains of unexampled merit ; 

That always you /hall be purſu'd, 

And like a wond'rous beauty woo'd, 


P 2 ; Great- 
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Great is the world's inconſtancy, God knows! 
Fame, like the ocean, ebbs, as well as fows ; 
Next year the million pitches on a ruff, 

A balloon-cap, a ſhawl, a muff; | 

For you no longer cares a ſingle ruſh, 


Following /ome other brother of the bruſh. - 


To raiſe to nobler flights the muſe's wing, 

A fimile's a very pretty thing; 

To whoſe ſweet aid I'm oft a humble debtor, 
T'illuftrate with more force the thing I mean ;— 
And if the mile be neat and clean, 

Tant mieux—that is—/o much the be{ter. 


Therefore, young folks, as there's a great deal in't, 
Accept one juſt imported from the mint. ; 


You've ſeen a flock of ſtarlings, to be ſure, 
A hundred thouſand in a meſs, or more; 
Who fortunately having found 
A lump of horſe-litter upon the ground, | 
Down drops the chattering eloud upon the dung. 
Then, Lord, what doings Heav'ns, what admiration # 
What jey, what ranſport midſt the ſpeckled nation! 
How buſy ev'ry beak, and ev'ry tongue! | | 
All talking, gabbling, but none liſt'ning, 
SY like a group of goſſips at a chriſt 'ning ;—— 
et but a cowdab ſhew its graſs green face, 
They're 20, without ſo much as ſaying grace; 
And lo ! the buſy flock around it pitches ! 
Juſt as upon the lump before, 
They gabble, wonder, and adore ? 
And equal brother ManTyN's * ſpeeches. 


Theſe ſtarlings ſhew the world with great propriety, 
Mad as March-hares, or curlews for VARIETY. 


* A mucb-admired ſpeaker in the Houſe of Commons, who 
nem. con. Was baptized the Starling MARTYN. Si 


— 
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ODE XIV. 
The great Peter de/piſeth Frenchmen. 


BEG it as a favour, my young folks, 
- You will not copy, monkey-like, the French, 
Whoſe pictures, juſtly, are all ding jokes, 
Whether they repreſent a man or wench, 
If Monſieur paints a man of faſhion, 
Making an obeiſance well bred, 
The gentleman's a ram-cat in a paſſion, 
: His back all crumpled o'er his head: 
Or, if he paints a wretch upon the wheel, 
And bone breaking's no 7rifling thing, G--d knows! 
Amidſt his pains the fellow's ſo genteel ! 
He feels with ſuch decorum all the blows. 
Or, if a culprit's going to the devil, 
Which ſome folks alſo deem a ſerious evil, 
So degage you ſee the man advance, 
His arms, hands, ſhoulders, turn'd-out toes, 
Madona-lifted eyes, and cock'd-up noſe, 
Proclaim the pretty puppy in a dance. 
I've ſeen a ſleeping VENVUs, I declare, 
With hands and legs ſtretch'd out with /uch an air! 
Her neck and head / twiſted on one ſhoulder, 
With /auch a heav'nly ſmile, that each beholder 
Would ſwear, (aiſdaining DANCING's vugar track) 
The dame was walking minuets on her back / 
E'en an old woman yielding up her breath 
By means of cholic, ſtone, or gravel ! 
How ſmirkingly ſhe feels the pangs of death ! 
With what a grace her ſoul prepares to travel / 


A Frenchman's angel is an OPERA PUNK; 

His Virgin Marys—milliners half drunk ; 

Our bleſt Redeemer, a rank petit maitre, 

In every attitude and feature ; 

The humble Joſeph, ſo genteelly made, 
2 And 


[ 162 ] 
And only fit to compliment his wife. 

So delicate ! as if he ſcarcely knew 

Oak from deal-board—a gimblet from a ſcrew ; 
And never made a Mousk-1 RAY in his life. 


Think not I wantonly attack thoſe people ;— 
In prejudice that I'm as ſtiff's a ſteeple ; 
No !—yet, I own I hate the ſhrugging dogs 
I've liv'd amongſt them, eat their frogs, 
And:vomited them up, thank God, again ;. 
So that I'm able now to ſay, | 
I carried nought of theirs away, X 
Which otherwiſe had made the puppies vain. 


ODE XV. 


The conceited Peter turneth an arrant Egotifi— Mentioneth 
a Number of fine Folks—=This Minute condemneth Will. 
Whitehead's Verſes, and the next, exculpateth the Lau- 
reat, by clapping the right ſaddle on the right horſe. 


N giant more rejoiceth in his courſe, 
Not Count O' Kelly in a winning horfe, 
Not Mrs. Hobart * to preſerve a box, 

Not George the Third to triumph o'er Charles Fox ! 
Not Spain's wiſe monarch to bombard Algiers —— 
Not pillories, order'd by the law's ſtern voice, 

| Can more rejoice - 

To hold Kitt Atkinſon's two ears; 
Not more rejoiceth patriotic Pitt 
© By patriotic grocers to be fed, 
Not Mother Windſor + in a fair young tit, 

Nor gaping deans, to hear a biſhop's dead : 
Not more reform*d John Wilkes to court the crown, 
Nor Skinner in his aldermanic gown, 


*The conteſt between Mrs. Hobart and Lady Saliſbufy, with 
their ſeconds, about a box at the Opera, is a $UBJECT for the moſt 
ſublime epic. ; 


Nor 


+ A Priefteſs of the Cyprian Goddeſs, 
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Nor common councilmen on turtle feeding : 
Not more rejoice old envious maids, fo ſtale, 
To hear of weeping beauty a /ad tale, 

And tell the world a reigning toaſt is breeding ;— 
Than I, the Poet, in a lucky Ode, 

That catches at a hop the Cynic face; 

Kills by a laugh its grave Bubonic face; 


And tears, in- ſpite of him, his jaws abroad. 


And are there ſuch grave dons that read my rhymes ? 
All- gracious Heav'n forgive their crimes ! 
Oh ! be their lot to have wi/e-talking wives; 

And if in reading they delight, 

To read, ye gods! from morn to night, 


Will. Woeitchead's * birth-day ſonnets all their lives. 


Perhaps, Reader, thou'rt a tinker or a a 
And mendeſt kettles in a pretty manner; 
Or tanneſt hides of bulls, and cows, and calves : 
But if the ſaucepan, or the kettle, 
Originally be bad metal, 
Thou'lt ſay, „It only can be done by halves ;' 
Or if by nature bad the bullocks? ſkins, 
« They'll make vile ſhoes and boots for people's /bins.” 


Then, wherefore do I thus abuſe 
Will Whitehead's hard-driv'z muſe ? 
Who merits rather Pty's tend'reſt figh : 
For what the devil can he do, 
When forc'd to praiſe—the Lord knows awho ! 
Verſe muft be dull on ſubjects ſo damn'd dry. 


* This Ode was written before a late Laureat reſigned his 
earthly crown for a heavenly one. May Mr. Tom Wartan be more 
ſucceſsful in his Pindaric adulations, and not verify the Latin 
adage Ex nibilo, nibil fit. 
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ODE XVI. 


The claſſic Peter adviſeth Painters to cultivate TH. 
Lafheth ſome of the Igno ant— Accuſeth Painters of an 
Afettion for Fulgarity, whom he horſe-whippeth— Re- 
commendeth a charming Subjeft—Telleth the Secret of 
his Love, and giveth a —— Sonnet of former 
Days — Perſecuteth Tenier' Devils, but applaudeth the 


Execution. © 


3 improve your education, 

That ſurely ſtands in need of reformation. 
I've keard that ſome can neither write nor read, 
Which does no honour to the hand or head. 


Many. I know, would rather paint a bear, 
Or monkey playing his quaint tricks, _ 
Than ſome ſweet damſel, whom all hearts revere, 
Whoſe charms the eye of admiration fix— 
Would rather fee a fump with ſtrength expreſt, 
Than all the ſnowy fulneſs of her breaſt, 
Or Lie, that innocence ſo ſweetly moves, 
Or $MILE, the fond Elyſium of the Loves. 


This brings thoſe days to mem'ry when my tongue, 
To Cyiithia's beauty pour'd my ſoul in ſong ; 
When on the margin of the murmuring ſtream, 
My fancy frequent form'd the golden dream 

Of Cynthia's grace—of Cynthia's ſmiles divine, 
And made thole ſmiles and peerleſs beauty mine. 


It brings to mem'ry, too, thoſe diſmal times, 
When nought my ſighs avail'd, and nought my rhymes; 
When at the ſilent, ſolemn cloſe of day, 

My penſive ſteps would court the darkling grove, 
To hear in Philomela's lonely lay, 
The fainting echoes of my luckleſs love; 
Till night's encreaſing ſhades around me ſtole, 
And mingled with the gloom that wrapp'd my 


ſoul. 
Reader 


66 J | | 
Reader—do'ſt chuſe a ſonnet of thoſe days? ; | 
Fake I ſay not I'm a foe to RAIS. 


* 


To CYNTHIA. 


O THOU ! whoſe love-inſpiring air | . | 

Delights, yet gives a thouſand woes ; | 
My day declines in dark deſpair, 
And night hath loſt her ſweet repoſe : | 7 


Vet who, alas! like me was bleſt, | | 
To others ere thy charms were known ; \ 
When fancy told my raptur'd breaſt, ö | 

That Cynthia ſmil'd on me alone? 


Nymph of my ſoul ! forgive 2 ſighs: 
Forgive the jealous fires I fee | 

Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dies 
When others to thy beauties kneel.” 


Lo! theirs is every winning art, | 
With Fortune's gifts, unknown to ne. | 
J only boaſt a ſimple heart, | 
In love with Ix NO ENCE and THEE. | 


Build not, alas! your popularity 

On that beaſt's back yclep'd Pulgarity ; - 

A beaſt that many a booby takes a pride in, 
A beaſt beneath the noble Peter's riding. 


How ſhould the man who loves to be unchafte, 

To feed on carrion dread his hound-like Re 
Judge of an ortolan's delicious taſte, ' | 

Or feel the flavour of a fine fat haunch * 
Or, wont with bitter purl to wet his clay, 
How ſhould he judge of claret or tokay ? | 
Temters's ' 


— * 
- 
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The moralizing Bard expoſeth the Unfairneſs of Mankind 


©, = You 
Teniers's devils, witches, monkeys, toads, 


That make me ſhudder whilſt I pen theſe Odes, 3 
Moſt truly painted, to be ſure, you'll find. ; | 
How greater far the excellence, to paint N f 


With heav'n- directed eye, the beauteous sAIx r, * 

And mark th' emotions of her angel mind? 1. 
Envy not /uch as have in bixr ſurpaſt ye; — 44 
"Tis very, very eaſy to be NASTY! . | 1 


ODE XVII. 


in the Article of Laughing Dſcautetl upon Wit 
Diſclaimeth Pretenſion to it==Maketh Love to Candour, 
and modeſtly concludeth, | 


He, dearly mortals love to laugh and grin! 

Juſt as they love to ſtuff themſelves to chin 

With other perſon's meat good ſaving ſenſe! 
Becauſe at other folks* expence ; _ | 
But turn the laugh on lem how chang'd their notes! 
O damn 'em! this is Arion. cut their throats !” 


Wir, fays an author that I do not know, | 
Is like TIME's ſcythe—cuts down both friend and 
foe ;— | | 2 

Ready each object, tyger - like, to leap on! 
Lord! what a butcher this ſame aui? / thank God! 

& (Acritic cries) in Maſter Pindar's Ode, 
« We ſpy th' effect of no ſuch dangerous weapon.”? 


No, Sir! 'tis dove-ey'd CANDOUR's charms 

I woo to theſe defiring arms ; 

She is my goppkEss to her ſhrine I bend: 
NYMPH of the voice, that beats the morning lark, 
Sweet as the dulcet note of either Park *, 

Be thou my ſoft companion and my friend. 


* Two brothers of the moſt diſtingaiſhed merit on the Oboe. 
| Thy 


EO 


Thy lovely hand my Pegaſus ſhall guide, 
And teach thy modeſt pupil how to ride: 


Thus ſhall I hurt not pol ng 


From Sarah Benwell's bruſh, to Mary Mozer's . 


22 — 
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ODE XVIII. 


The judicious Peter giveth moſt wholeſome Advice to Land- 
ſcape Painters, 


HATE'ER your wiſh, in landſcape to excel, 
London's the very place to mar it; | 

Believe the oracles I tell, 

There's very little landſcape in a garret. 
Whate'er the flocks of feas you keep, 
Tis badly copying them for goats and /beep ; 
And if you'll take the poet's honeſt word, 
A BUG muſt make a miſerable BIRD. 


A ruſb-light winking in a bottle's neck, 
Ill repreſents the glorious ors of MoRN! 
Nay, though it were a candle with a wick, 
"T would be a repreſentative forlorn. 


I think, too, that a man would be a fool, 
For trees, to copy legs of a joint. tool; 

Or ev'n by them to repreſent a ſlump : 
As alſo broomflicks,—which, though well he rig 
Each with an old fox-colour'd wig, 

Muſt make a very poor autumnal clump. 


% 


You'll ſay—Yet /ach ones, oft a perſon ſees 

In many an artiſt's trees; 

And in ſome paintings, we have all beheld ; 

Green bays hath ſurely fat for a green field: 


+ The laſt of thoſe Ladies, an R. A. by means of a ſublime pic- 
ture of a plate of G0oSEBERRIES—the other in hopes of academic 
honours, through an equal degree of merit. | 


Bolſters 


3 


— — — 
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Bolſters for mountains, hills, and wheaten mows ; 
Cats for ram-goats ;—and curs for bulls and cows.” 


All this, my lads, I freely grant ;j— 

But better things from you I want, 

AS SHAKESPEARE ſays (a bard I much approve) | 
„Lit, li, Oh! lig, if thou doſt PAIN TIN love. 


CLAUDE painted in the open air !—. 
Therefore to Wales at once repair; 
Where ſcenes of true magnificence you'll find: 
Beſides this great advantage—if in debt, 
You'll have with creditors no tete-à-tẽte: 
So leave the bull-dog bailiffs all behind ; 
Who, hunt you, with what noiſe they may, 
Muſt hunt for needles in a flack of hay; © 


ODE XIX. 
The Poet hinteth to Artifts the Value of Time. 


HE man condemn'd on Tyburn's tree to ſing, 
Deems ſuch a ſhow a very dulliſß thing; 

He'd rather a sPECTATOR be, I ween, 
Than the ſad acToR in the ſcene. 

He blames the Law's too rigid reſolution : 
If with a beef ſteak ſtomach,—1n his prime, 
Lord, with what reverence he looks on time ! 

And, molt of all—rhe hour of execution / 
And as the cart doth to the tree advance, 
How wond'rous willing to poſtpone the HANCE ! 


Believe me, Time's of monſtrous uſe ; 
But, ah! how ſubje to abuſe! 

It ſeems that with him folks were often cloy'd ; 
I do pronounce it, Time's a public good. 
Juſt like a youthful beauty —to be wwoo'd, 

Made much of, and be properly enjoy d. e 

Time's 
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Time's ſand is wonderfully ſmall: 
It ſlips between the fingers in a hurry ; 
Therefore, on each young artiſt let me call, 
To prize it as an Indian does his curry * ; 
Whether his next rare exhibition be 
Amidf the great R. A."s,—or on a TREE» 


ODE XX. 


The unfortunate Peter lamenteth the oſs of an important 
Ode by Rats—He prayeth devoutly for the Rats. 


HU maxime deflendus ! . 
I've loſt an Ovz of charming pate; ; 

From like misfortune Heav'n defen 

The ſweeteſt of my lyric lays ! 
Where many a youthful artiſt ſhone with fame, 
Like his own pictures in a fine gilt frame. 
Perdition catch the roguiſh rats ! 1 
Their trembling limbs ſhould fill the maws of cats. 


Mere I to be their ſole advifer : 


Vermin! like trunk-makers and paſtry-cooks, 
Dealing in legions of delightful books, 
Yet with the learning not a whit the awifer. 1 
Thank G—d! the Opz unto MYSELF they /par's, 


And, lo! the labour of the lucky bard, 


* An univerſal ſocd in the Eaſt Zaciess 


a 


Q ODE 


. ! 


ODE XXL 
- 5 MYSELF. 


The exalted Peter wiſheth to make the gaping World ac- 
INE with the Place of his Nativity but before 
can get an Anſwer from himſelf, he moft ſublimely 
burfleth forth into an Addreſs to Mennygizzy and Mouſe- 
hole, two fiſhing Towns in Cornwall—the firft celebrated 
For Pilchards, the laſt for giving Birth to Dolly Pentreath 
be Poet praiſeth the Honourable Daines Barrington, 
and Pilchards—Forgetteth the Place of bis Nativity, 
and, like his great Anceflor of Thebes, leaveth his 
Readers in the Dark. | | 


THOU ! whoſe daring works ſublime 
Defy the rudeſt rage of time, 
Say !—for the world is with conjecture dizzy, 
Did Mouſehole give thee birth or Mennygizzy ? 


— OT omomom_———_—_— 


HAIL-Mennygizzy ! what a town of note! 
Where boats, and men, and ſtinks, and trade, are 

q ſtirring; . . 

Where pilchards come in myriads to be caught ; 
Pilchard! a thouſand times as good's a herring. 


Pilchard! the idol of the Popiſh nation! 
Hail little inſtrument of vaſt ſalvation ! 
Pilchard, I ween, a moſt ſoul- ſaving fiſh, 
On which the Catholics in Lent are cramm'd ! 
Who, had they not, poor ſouls, this lucky diſh, 
Would eb eat, and be conſequently damn'd. 
Pilchards ! whoſe bodies yield the fragrant oil, 
And make the London lamps at midnight ſmile ; 
Which lamps, wide ſpreading falutary light, 


Beam on the wandering BEAUTIES of the night, 
FTE And 


1 #71 J 


And ſhew each gentle youth their cheek's deep roſes, 
And tell him whether they have eyes and noſes. | 


Hail Mouſehole ! birth-place of old Doll Pentreath & 
The /aft who jabber'd Corniſh—ſo ſays Daines, 
Who, bat-like, haunted ruins, lane, and heath, 
With Will o'Wiſp, to brighten up his brains. 


Daines! who a thouſand miles, unwearied trots | 
For bones, braſs farthings, aſhes, and old pots, 

To prove that folks of old, like 26, were made 

With heads, eyes, hands, and toes, to drive a trade. 


ODE XXII. 


Peter concludeth his Odes—Seemeth hungs y—Expoſtulateth 
with the Reader— And getteth the Start of the World, 


by firſt praifing his own Warks, . 


OM Southern to John Dryden went one day, 
To buy a head and tail piece for his play 
„% Thomas,” quoth John, „I've fold my goods 70 
« cheap, 


„ So, if you pleaſe, my price ſhall take a leap. 


O Reader, look me gravely in the face 
Speak, is not that with me and zhee the caſe? 


A very old woman of Mouſehole, ſuppoſed ( falſely, however 
to have been the /aft who ſpoke the Corniſh 93 The — 
nourable antiquarian, Daines Barrington, Eſq. journied, ſome years 
ſince, from London to the Land's End, to converſe with this 
wrinkled, yet delicious morceav. He entered Mouſehole in a kind 
of triumph, and, peeping into her hut, exclaimed, with all the 
fire of an enraptured lover, in the language of the famous Greek 
Philoſopher, —-** zurExA!” The couple kiſſed Doll ſoon after 
gabbled—Daines liſtened with admiration—committed her ſpeeches 
to paper, not venturing to truſt his memory with ſo much treaſure. 
The tranſaction was announced to the Society—the Journals were 
enriched with their dialogues—the old lady's picture was ordered to 
be taken by the moſt eminent artiſt, and the honourable member 
to be publicly thanked for the piscovasry ! 


Qz2 For 
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For this year's Odes I charge thee half-a-crown ; 

So, without grumbling, put thy money down : 

For things are deſperately ris'n, good Lord! | 
' Fiſh, fleſh, coals, candles, window-lights, and board: 

Why ſhould not charming roErR then rife ? 

That comes ſo dev*liſh far, too—from the tie, 

And lo! the verſes that adorn 24:5 page, 

Beam, comet-like, alas! but once an age. 


FAREWEL 
LYRIC ODES 


FOR THE YEAR 1786, 


ODE I. 


PzrzA talks of refigning the Laurcatſbip— He prophefieth 
the Triumph ef the * on his Refignation— The 
AR TIs Ts 4% propheſy, to PETER's Diſad vantage 

| & TER's laßt Comforts, ſhould their Prophecy be ful- 
ed. 2 


ETER, like fam'd CHN ISTIxA, Queen of Sweden, 
Who thought a w#cted court was not an Eden, 
This year refigns the kurel crown for ever! 
What, all the fam'd acapemicians with ; 
No more on painted fowl, and fleſh, and fiſh, 
He ſhews the world his carving fkill fo clever. 
Braſs, iron, wood-work, ſtone, in peace ſhall reſt— 


«* Thank God!“ exclaim the works of Mr. WesrT. 
| « Thank 
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« Thank God!” the won xs of Loutherbourg exclaim 
For guns of critics, no ignoble game— $4 
«© No longer now afraid of rhyming praters, 

« Shall we be chriſten'd tea · boards, varniſh'd waiters ; 
« No verſe ſhall ſwear that ours are paſte-board rocks, 
« Our trees, braſs wigs ; and mops, our fleecy flocks. 


„% Thank Heav'n!” exclaims Ricavp, with ſpatkling 
cc eyes — * - 6. . 
« Then ſhall my pictures in importance riſe 
% And fill each A 1 mouth and eye with wonder.“ 
,  - Monſieur Rigaud, 
It may be ſo, | a 
To think thy ſtars have made ſo ſtrange a blunder, 
That bred to paint—the genius of a glazier ; 
That ſpoil'd, to make a dauber, a good brazier. 


None but thy partial tongue. (believe my lays) 
Can dare ſtand forth the herald of thy ATE REP; 
Could FAME applaud, whoſe voice my verſe reveres, 
JusTice ſhould break her trump about her ears. 


„% Thank Heav*n !” cries Mr. Gaxvy ; and © Thank 
« God!” | þ 
Cries Mr. CoeLEyY, „that this man of Ode 
« No more, barbarian-like, ſhall o'er us ride: 
„% No more, like beads, in naſty order ſtrung, 
And round the waiſt of this vile Monawx hung, 
„ Shall academic ſcalps indulge his pride. 1 


« No more hung up in this dread fellow's rhyme, 
„Which he moſt impudently calls fubiime,  - 
„“ Shall we, r inoffenſive ſouls, 
© Appear juſt like ſo many moles, 
a 3 in an orchard, garden, or a field; 
« Which MOLE-CATCHERS ſuſpend on trees, 
« To ſhew their titles to their fees, 
« Like doctors, paid too often for the i. 


Pleas'd that my verſes no more ſhall annoy: 
Glad that my bliſter odes ſhall ceaſe their ſtinging ; 
Each wooden figure's mouth expands with joy— 
Hark! how they all break forth in finging ! 


GI. In 


1 


. In, boaſtful ſounds the grinning Ax r is rs cry, 

„% Lo! PETzR's hour of inſolence is o'er : 

His muſe is dead—his lyric pump is dry— 

His Odes, like ſtinking fiſh, not worth a groat a 
« ſcore. 

Art thou then weak like us, thou ſnarling ſniv'llex ? 

Art thou like one of us, thou lyric driv'ller ? 


« Our kings and queens in glory now ſhall lie, 

Each unmoleſted, ſleeping in his frame; 

Our ponds, our lakes, our oceans, earth, and ſky, 
No longer ſcouted, ſhall be put to ſhame ; 

No poet's rage ſhall root our ſtumps and ſtumplings, 

«© And ſwear our clouds are flying apple-dumplings : 

„Fame ſhall proclaim how well our plumtrees bud, 

% And ſound the merits of our marle and mud. 


„Our oaks, our bruſhwood, and our lofty elms, 

No jingling tyrant's wicked rage o'erwhelms, 
„% Now this vile FELLER is laid low: 

In peace ſhall our ſtone-hedges ſleep, 

Our huts, and barns, our pigs, and ſheep, 

« And wild fowl, from the eagle to the crow. 


They who ſhall ſee this PETER in the ſtreet, 

« With fearleſs eye his front ſhall meet, 
% And cry,—* Is this the man of keen remark ? 
„Is this the wight ?”—* ſhall be their taunting 

66 . 1 | : 
„ A dog! who dar'd to ſnap each artiſt's breech, 
« And bite academicians like a ſhark ? 


« He whoſe broad cleaver chopp'd the ſons of-paint : 
« Cruſh'd, like a marrow-bone, each lovely ſaint ; 

5s Spar'd not the very clothes about their backs: 
The little duck-wing'd cherubims abus'd, | 
% 'That could not more inhumanly be us'd, 

« Poor lambkins! had they fall'n amongſt the 

„ * G"-3ZLACKS. 

« , once ſo furious, ſoon ſhall want relief, 
« Stak'd through the body, like a paltry thief. 


„% How 


N 5 
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4% How art thou fall'n, O Cherokee!” they cry: 

4% How art thou fall'n!'“ the joyful roots reſound ; 
« Hell ſhall thy body, for a rogue, ſurround, 

« And there, for ever roaſting, may'ſt thou lie: 

« Like Dives may'ſt thou ſtretch in fires along, 

% Refus'd one drop of drink to cool thy tongue.“ 


Ye goodly gentlemen, repreſs your yell, 

Your hearty wiſhes for my Health reſtrain ; 
For if our works can put us into h-Il, 
Kind Sirs! we certainly ſhall meet again: 
Nay, what is worſe, I really don't know whether 
We muſt not lodge in the /ame room together. 


—_—_—G— 


ODE II. 


Peter flogs Academicians and Dinner—Pities the Prince 
of Wales, Duke of Orleans, Duke Fitzjames, Count 
Lauzun, Lords Caermarthen and Beſborough, &c. 
and praiſes Mr. Weltjie—Exculpates the Preſident 
Condemns Sir W. Chambers and the Committee for 
their bad Management—Peter talks of wifiting the 
French King and the Duke of Orleans. 


HENE'ER acApenicians run aſtray, 

Such ſhould the moral PETER's ſong reclaim 

Of paint this Ode ſhall nothing ſing or ſay, 
My eagle ſatire darts at Arent game 

Againſt decorum I abhor a „inner; 

And therefore laſh the academic dinner. 


Th* acapeny, though marvellouſly poor, 
Can once a-year afford to eat: 
By means of kind donations at the door, 
The members make a comfortable treat, 
Like gigſes in a barn, around their KI Ne, : 
That annual meet, to eat, and dance, and fing. 


A feaſt 
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A feaſt was made of fleſh, fiſh, tarts, creams, jellies, 
. To ſuit the various qualities of bellies : 


Mine grumbl'd to be aſk d, and be delighted; 


But wicked PETER's paunch was not invited. 


| Yet though no meſſage waited on the bard, 


With compliments from academic names, 


The Pzincsg or WarLEs receiv'd a civil card, 


His GzxacE or OrLEans too, and DukE Frrz- 
JAMES ; 

Count de Lauzun, and Count Conflan, 

A near relation to the man, 

In whoſe poor ſides old Hawke once fix'd his claws, 
Were welcom'd by the Academic Lords, 
Either by writing, or by words, 

To come 2nd try the vigour of their jaws. 


Unfortunately for the modeſt pukes, 
The nimble artiſts, all with greyhound looks, 
Fell on the meat, with teeth prodigious able ; 
Seiz'd, of the ſynagogue, the higheſt places, 
And left the poor forlorn, their GALLI Graces, 
To nibble at the bottom of the table ! 


There fat, too, my good Lord Caermarthen, 
As one of the Canaille, not worth a farthing ! 
But what can titles, wirtues, at a feaſt, 

Where glory waits upon the greateſt beaſt ? 


To ſee a ſtone-cutter and maſon 


High mounted o'er thoſe men of quality, 
By no means can our annals blazon 
For feats of courily hoſpitality. 


I've heard, however, one or two were tanners : 
Granted—it doth not much improve the manners. 


They probably, in anfwer, may declare, 
They thought the feaſt juſt like a hunt; 
In which, as ſoon as ever ſtarts the hare, 
Each Nimrod tries to be firſt in upon't: 
As he's the great, midſt the bowling fu/s, 
Who 5, can triumph o'er poor dying russ. 
PETERS 
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Perzrs * moſt juſtly rais'd his eyes of wonder, 
And wanted decently to give them grace ; 
But bent on wer'/on and on turbot-plunder, | 
A clattering peal of knives and forks took place: 
| Spoons, plates, and diſhes, rattling round the table, 
Produc'd a new edition of c’ Babel. 


Though great, in your opinion, be your fame, 
I tell you, great R. As. it was a ſhame, 


This, let me own—the candour-loving MUSE | 
Moſt willingly Sin Jos nu can excuſe, . 
Who tries the nation's glory to encreaſe ; } 
Whoſe genius rare is very ſeldom nodding, 
But deep on painting ſubjects plodding, | 
To rival Italy and Greece. | a l 


But pray, + SIR WILLIAM, what have you to ſay ? 
No ſuch impediment is in your way: 
Genius can't hurt your etiquette attention; 
And, Meſſieurs Tyler, Wilton, and Rigaud, | 
Have you a genius to impede you? — No! 6 ; 
Nor many a one beſides that I could mention. | 


This year (God willing) I ſhall viſit FX AN cx, 

And taſte of Louis, GRAND MoxArquUE! the prog 
His Gzacs oF OrLEAns, fo kind, perchance, 

May aſk me to his houſe to pick a frog. 


Grant, you eclips'd a pack of hounds, with glee 
Purſuing, in full cry, the fainting game 
Surpaſs'd them, too, in gobling down the prey: 
Still, great R. Fs. I tell you, 'twas a /bame : | 1 


Grant, each of you the wond'rous man excell'd, 
Who beat a butcher's dog in eating tripe ; 

And that each paunch with guttling was 3 fſeuell d, 
Not one bit more could paſs your ſwallow- pipe: 


Grant, that you dar'd fuch fuffng feats diſpla 
That not a foul of you could walk away 'P " 


A reſpectable clergyman, and one of the academicians. | 
1 Sir W. Chanbers. 7 
Still, 


- 
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Still, midſt the triumphs of your gobling fame, 
I tell you, great R. A's. it was a ſhame. 


Grant, you were greas'd up to the noſe and eyes, 
Tour cheeks all ſhining fike a lantern's horn, 
With tearing hams and fowls, and giblet pics, 
And ducks, and geeſe, and pigeons newly born: 


Thou would'ſt have ſaid, De PaENCE or WAIEs, 
% by Got, ED AE | 
% Do too muſh honour to be at der feaft ; 
% ere he ean't heb won beet of meat dat's hot, 
« Put treated wid de bones juft like a beaſt. 
% De PR&ENCE, be was too great to fit and eat 
« De beues and leafings of de meat; 
& And munſh vat dirty low-lif*d rogues refuſe, 
« By Got.” not fit to vi pe de PRENCE's ſhoes /*” 


Great Be ſborough's Earl, too, came off /econd beft z 
His murmuring ſtomach had not Hf a feaſt; 
And therefore it was natural to π¹.¹ter 7 
To rectify the fault, with joyleſs looks, 
His Lordſhip bore his belly off to Brooks, | 
Who fill'd the grumbler up with bread and butter. 


Sirs! thoſe manceuvres were extremely coarſe 
- This really was the effence of il|-breeding : 
Not for your fouls could you have treated worſe, 
Bumbailifs, by this dog-like mode of feeding. 


They had no fomach, o'er a grace to nod; 
Nor time enough to offer thanks to Gov : 
That might be done, they wiſely knew, 
When they had nothing elſe to do. 
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His Hicaness entering ſomewhat rather late, 
Could ſcarcely find a knife, or fork, or plate : 
But not one fingle maiden diſh, | 
Poor gentleman ! of fleſh or fiſh, 

Moſt woefully the paſtry had been paw'sd, 
And trembling jellies barbaroufly cla d. 

In ſhort, my gentle readers, to amaze, 


His Hicnnzss pick'd the bones of the R. A's. 
O Weltzjie, 
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Q * Weltjie, had thy lofty form been there, 

And ſeen thy PRINCE fo ſerv'd with ſcrap and flop, 
Thou ſurely would'ſt have brought him better fare — 
A warm beaf-ſteak, perchance, or mutton-chop. 
And yet, what right have 7 to viſit there ? 

To ſee a man fo vilely treated here. 


Ye ROYAL ARTISTS, at your future feaſts, 
I fear you'll make their Gzaces downright Da- Z 
NIELS : 
And as the yROPHET din'd amongſt wild beaſts, 
The DUKEs will ioin your "wy and your ** 


ODE III. 


Peter giveth ſage Advice to mes cenary Artiſts, and telleth 
a moſt delectable Story of a country Bumkin and a Pe- 
ripatetic TIM 


Fenn my friends, to ſacrifice your fame 
To ſordid gain, unleſs, that you are ſtarving ; 
I own that hunger will indulgence claim 
For hard ſtoneheads, and landſcape ne 
In order to make haſte to ſell and eat; 
For there is certainly a charm in meat: 
And in rebellious tones, will ftomachs ſpeak, 
That have not taſted victuals for a week. 


But yet there are a mercenary crew, 

Who value fame no more than an old ſhoe ; 
Provided for their daubs they get a fale ; 

Juſt like the man but ſtay I'll tell the tale. 


The Prince's German cook. 


A FEEL 
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A FELLOW in a market-town, 
Moſt muſical, cried razors up and down, 

And offer'd twelve for eighteen-pence : 
Which certainly ſeem'd wondrous cheap, 
And for the money quite a heap, 

As ev'ry man would buy with caſh and ſenſe, 


A country bumpkin the great offer heard ; 
Poor Hodge, who ſuffer'd by a broad black beard, 
That ſeem'd a ſhoe-bruſh ſtuck beneath his noſe ; 
With chearfulneſs the eighteen-pence he paid, 
And proudly to himſelf, in whitpers, ſaid, 
« This rafcal ſtole the razors, I ſuppoſe.” 


No matter if the fellow Be a knave, : 
Provided that the razors have ; 8 
It certainly will be a monſtrous prize. 
So home the clown, with his good fortune, went, 
Smiling in heart, and ſoul content, 
And quickly ſoap'd himſelf to eyes and ears. 


Being well lather'd from a diſh or tub, 
Hodge now began with, grinning pain to grub, 
Juſt like a hedger cutting furze : 
*T was a vile razor then the reſt he tried 
All were impoſtors—* Ah,” Hodge ſigh'd! 
„J wiſh my eighteen pence within my purſe.“ 


In vain to chaſe his beard, and bring the graces, 
He cut, and dug, and winc'd, and ſtamp'd, and 
ſwore ; ' 


Brought Blood, and danc'd, blaſphem'd, and made wry 


faces, | | 
And curs'd each razor's body o'er and o'er, 


His MUzzLE, form'd of oppo/ition ſtuff, 
Firm as a Foxite, would not loſe its ruff ; 
So kept it laughing at the ſteel and ſuds: 
Hodge in a paſſion ſtretch'd his angry jaws, 
Vowing the direſt vengeance, with clench'd claws, 

On the vile cusar that ſold the goods. | 
« Razors! a damn'd confounded dog, 

% Not fit to fcrape a hog !” 

N 4: Hodge 
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Hodge ſought the fellow found him, and begun 
« P'rhaps, Maſter Razor-rogue, to you tis fun, 
That people flea themſelves out of their lives: 
You raſcal !—for an hour have I been grubbing, 
Giving my ſcoundrel whiſkers here a ſcrubbing, 
With razors juſt like oyſter knives : 
Sirrah ! I tell you, you're a knave, 
To cry up razors that can't ſhave. - 


&« Friend,” quoth the razor-man, „I'm no knave: 
«© As for the razors you have bought, 
«© Upon my: foul, I never thought 
« That they would fave.” 


Not think they'd ſhave!” quoth Hodge, with wond- 
ring eyes, 
And voice not much unlike an Indian yell ; 


„% What were they made for then, you dog? he cries ? 
„Made!“ quoth the fellow, with aſmile—* zo fell.“ 


— 


O 
Peter obſerveth the Lex Talionis. 


WE tells the world that Pæ TER cannot rhyme— 
Peter declares point blank, that WEsT can't 
Paints 
Wesr ſwears I've not an atom of /ublime—— 
{ ſwear he hath no notion of a /aznt : 


And that his croſs-wing'd cherubims are fowls, 
Baptiz'd by naturaliſts, ew/-s : 


Half of the meek apoſtles gangs of robbers : | 
His angels, ſets of brazen-headed lubbers. 


The Holy Scripture ſays, „ All fleſh is graſs; — 
With Mr. Wet, all fleſh is brick and braſs; 
Except his horſe fleſh, that I fairly own, 
Is often of the choiceſt Portland ſtone. 
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I've faid too, that this artiſt's faces 
Ne'er paid a viſit to the Graces : 


That on expreſſion he can never brag : 
Yet for this article hath he been ſtudying ; 
But in it, never could ſurpaſs a pudding— 

No, gentle reader, nor a pudding-bag. 


I dare not fay that Mr. Wesr 
Cannot ſound criticiſm impart : 
I'm told the man with zechnicals is bleſt, 
That he can talk a deal pon the art: 
Yes, he can talk, I do net doubt it 
About it, goddeſs, and about it!“ 


Thus, then, is Mr. WesT deſerving } raiſe 


And let my juſtice the fair Laud afford: 


For, lo! this far-fam'd artiſt cuts both abays; 


Exactly like the ANGEL GABRIEL's/woi d : 


The beauties of the art his converſe ſhews : 
His canvaſs almoWev*ry thing that's bad / 
Thus, at th'academy, we muſt 1e 
A man more »/eful never could be had: 
Who in himſelf, a 5%, ſo much can o; 
Who is both precept and'example too! 


—— 


— „ 


ODE V. 


Great Advice is given to Gentlemen Author. — 7 M.. 
Webb and M.. H. Walpole particularly Peter taketh 
the Part of Lady Lucan—Sheweth wonderful Knoro- 
ledge in the Art of Painting Adminiſteretb Oil of Fool, 

_ ewlgarly* called Praiſe, to the Squire of Strawberry- 


Hill, 


STRONOMERS ſhould treat of ſtars and comets, 


Phyſicians of the bark and vomits: 
Of apoplexies, thoſe light troops of Death, 
That uſe no ceremony with our breath ; 


4 


Y 
21 
1 


( 13g ] 
Ague and dropſy, jaundice and catarrh, 
The grim-look tyrant's heavy horſe of war. 


Farriers ſhould write on farcys and the glanders : . 
Bug-do&ors only on bed-diforders : 
Farmers on land, ploughs, pigs, ducks, geeſe, and 
ganders : 
Nightmen alone on aromatic odoures : 


The artiſts ſhould on painting ſolely write : 

Like David, then they may good things indite.“ 
But when the mob of gentlemen 

Break on their province, and take up the pen, 

The Lord have mercy on the art! 

I'm ſure their gooſe-quills can no light impart. 
This verſe be thine, * *Squire Webb—it is thy due, 
Pray, Mr. Horace Walpoole , what think you? 


Horace, thou art a man of taſte and ſenſe, 
Then don't, of folly, be at ſuch expence : 

Do not to: LAY Lucan pay ſuch court 
Her wiſdom ſurely will not thank thee fort 
Ah! don't endeavour thus to dupe her, 

By ſwearing that ſhe equals & Coorer. 


So groſs the flattery, it ſeems to ſhew 
That verily thou doſt not know 
The pow'rs requir'd for copying a picture, 
And thoſe for copying Dame Nature: 
Alas! a much more arduous matter ! | 
So don't expoſe thyſelf, but mind my ſtricture. 


Thou'lt ſay it was mere compliment: 
That nothing elſe was thy intent, 
Altho' it might diſgrace a boy at ſchool; 
I giant the fact, and think that no man 
_— writes ſillier things to woman; 
{ti]] *tis making each of you a fool. 


* Author of a Treatiſe on Painting, who ſeems to diſplay more 
erudition than ſcience. 


+ A gentleman well known in the literary world, an amateur in 
the graphic line, 
A lady of great ingenuity in the miniature department. 
: A famous miniature painter in the time of Cromwell. 
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Yet, Horace, think not that I write 
Through ſpite : 
Think not I read thy works with jealous pain 

Lord! no, thou art a favourite with me: 

1 think thee one of zs, un bel eſprit— 

© By Heav'ns! I like the windmill of thy brain: 
It is a pretty and ingenious mill: | 
Long may it grind on Strawb*rry-Hill. 


I. 


Peter fill continneth to give 2 Advice, and to exhibit 
' deep Refleftion— He telleth a miraculous Story, 


1 is a Fnack in doing many a thing, 
Which labour cannot to perfection bring: 
Therefore, however great in your own eyes, 
Pray do not hints from other folks deſpiſe x 


A fool on ſomething great at times may ſtumble, 

And conſequently be a good adviſer: Þ 
1 On which, for ever, your w/e men may fumble, 
05 And never be a whit the wiſer. 


Ves! I adviſe you, for there's wiſdom in't, 
Never to be ſuperior to a hint — 

The genius of each man with keennefs view 
A /park, from this, or t'other, caught, 

ay kindle, quick as thought, 

A glorious bonfire up in you. 


A queſtion of you let me beg— 
Of fam'd Columbus and his egg, 
Pray, have you heard? „ Yes.” —0 then, if you 
pleaſe, | | 
I'll give you the two Pilgrims and the Peas. 
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The PILGRIMS and the PEAS. 


A TRUE STORY, 


A BRACE of ſinners for no good, 
Were order'd to the Virgin Mary's ſhrine, 
Who at Loretto, dwelt in wax, ſtone, wood, 
And in a fair white wig, look'd wond'rous fine. 


Fifty long miles had thoſe ſad rogues to travel 
With ſomething in their ſhoes much worſe than gravel: 
In ſhort, their toes ſo gentle, to amuſe, 

The Prieſt had order'd peas into their ſhoes ; 


A noftrum famous in old Popiſh times 
For purifying ſouls that ſtunk of crimes : 
A ſort of apoſtolic ſalt, . 5 
That Popiſh parſons for its powers exalt, 
For keeping fouls of ſinners ſweet, 
Juſt as our kitchen ſalt keeps meat. 


The knaves ſet off an the ſame day, 
Peas in their ſhoes, to go and pray : 
But very diff rent was their ſpeed, I wot : 
One of the finners gallop'd on, 
Light as a bullet from a gun ; ; 
The other limp'd, as if he had been Hot. 


One ſaw the VIX GIN ſoon—peccavi cried 
Had his ſoul whitewaſh'd all fo clever ; 
Then home again he nimbly hied, 
Made fit, with ſaints above, to live for ever. 


In coming back, however, let me ſay, 

He met his brother rogue about half way— 

Hobling with outſtretch'd bum and bending knees, 

Damning the ſouls and bodies of the peas : 

His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in ſweat, 

Deep ſympathizing with his groaning feet. 
R 3 « How 
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& How now,” the light-toed, whitewaſh'd pilgrims 
broke— 
©« You lazy lubber! ?“ | 
„ Ods curſe 1t,** cried the other, © *tis no jet. 
« My feet, once hard as any rock, 
« Are now as ſoft as blubber. 


1 Excuſe me, Virgin Mary, that I ſwear 
* As for Loretto, I ſhall not get there; 
„No! to the dev'l my ſinful foul muſt go, 
« For damme if I ha'nt loſt ev'ry, toe, - 


„But, brother ſinner, do explain 
* How tis that you are not in pain: 
«« What Pow'x hath work'd a wonder for your toes: 
« Whilſt J, juſt like a ſnail, am crawling, 
« Now ſwearing, now on faints devoutly bawling, 
« Whilſt not a raſcal comes to eaſe my. woes? 


40 How is't that you can like a greyhound ge, 


« Merry, as if that nought had happen'd, burn ye!“ 


« Why,” cried the other, grinning, “ you muſt #now, 
„That juſt before I ventur'd on my journey, 
« To walk a little more at eaſe, 


I took the liberty to boil »y peas.” 


ok Vn. 
Peter ęrinnetb. 
OUNG men, be cautious of each critic word,. 
That blaſphemous may much offence afford 


T ;nean, that wounds an ancient maſter's fame: 
At Titian, Guido, Julio, Veroneſe, 


- Your length'ning phiz, let admiration ſeize, 


And throw up both your eyes at Raphael's name. 


Ev'n by a printſhop ſhould you chance to paſs, 2 
Revere their effigy inſide the glaſs ; 


Juſt 
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Juſt as with Papiſts, the religious care is 
In churches, lanes, to bend their marrow-bones 


To bees-wax ſaints, bon-dieux of ſtones, 
And beech, or deal, or wainſcot Virgin Marys. 


4 


Whate'er their errors, they no more remain, 

For time, like fuller's earth, takes out each ſtain: 
Nay more—on faults that modern works would tarniſſiʒ. 
Time ſpreads a ſacred coat of varniſh: 


Spare not on brother artiſts backs, the laſſr; 
Put a good wire in't—let it ab; 

Since ev'ry ſtroke with int'reſt is repaid : 
For though you cannot kill the mar outright ;: 
Yet by this effort of your rival ſpite, 

Fifty to one, if you don't ſpoil his ade. 
His ruins may be feathers for your neſt 
The maxim's not amiſs—probatum eft. 


— - 


ODE VIII. 


The Poet enquires into the State of the Exhibition Lab 
Father Time for making great Geniuſer, and deſtroying . 
them—Praiſes Reynolds—Fancies a very curious Dia- 
logue between King Alexander and the Deer, the Subject 
of Mr. Weſt's Picture. Turns to Mr. Weſt's Reſur- 


redtion. 


| ELL, Muſe! what is there in the exhibition? 
How thrive the beauties of the graphic art? 

Whoſe racing genius ſeems in beſt condition 

For 6LoRY's plate to fart? 

Say what ſly rogues old Fame cajole-? 

Speak, —who hath brib'd her trumpet, or who ole? 

For much is prazs'd that. ought in fires to mouru——- 

Nay, what would ev'n di/grace a fire to burn. 


What artiſt boaſts a work ſublime, . 
That mocks the teeth of raging Time? 


Ola 
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Old fool ! who, after he hath form'd with pains, 


A genius rare, 

To make folks fare, | 
Knocks out his brains : 
Like children, dolls creating with high brags ; 
Then tearing all their handy works to rags. 


Lo! RevnoLps ſhines with zudiminiſb'd ray! 
Keeps, like the Bird of Jove, his diſtant way 
Yet, ſimple portrait ſtrikes too oft our eyes, 
Whilſt n1sT'zy, anxious for his pencil, ſighs: 


We don't defire to ſee on canvaſs live, 

The copy of a jowl of lead; _ - 
When for th“ original we would not give 

A ſmall pin's head. 


This year, of picture, Mr. Ws r 
Is quite a Patagonian maker 
He knows that Sul is not a jeg; 
So gives us painting by the acre: 


But ah! this artiſt's bruſh can never brag 
Upon KING ALEXANDER and the sTAG : 
or as they play'd at loggerheads, a rubber ; 
We ſurely ought to ſee a handſome battle, 
Between the MONARCH and the PIECE OF CATTLE : 
Whereas, each keeps his diſtance, like a lubber. 


His Majeſty upon his breech laid low, 

Seems preaching to his horned foe ; 

Obſerving what a very wicked thing 

To hurt the ſacred perſon of a King: 

And ſeems, about his buſineſs, to entreat him 
To march, for fear the hounds ſhould eat him. 


The Stag appears to ſay, in plaintive note, 
„„ T own, King ALEXANDER, my offence : 
&« True ! I've not ſhew'd my loyalty, nor ſenſe ; 
& So bid your huntſman come and cut my throat.“ 


The cavalry, adorn'd with fair ſtone bodies, 
Seem on the dialogue with wonder ſtaring ; 
And on their flinty backs, a ſet of NODDIES | 
Not one braſs farthing for their ͤ— 
. | hold ! 
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Behold ! one fellow lifts his mighty ſpear 
To fave the owner of the Scottiſh crown ; 


Which harmleſs hanging o'er the gaping deer, 
Seems in no mighty hutry to come down. 


Another on a Pegaſus comes flying ! 

His phiz, Bis errand, much belying ; 

For if he means to safe the beaſt ſo cruel, 
God knows, tis with a face of wwater-gruel, 


So then, ſweet Muſe, the picture boaſts no merit 
As flat as diſh-water, or dead ſmall- beer: * 
Or, what the mark is tolerably near, 
As heads of aldermen, devoid of ſpirit. 


Well then ? turn round—view t'other fide the room, 
And ſee his Saviour mounting from the tomb: 

Is this piece too with painting fins ſo cramm'd-= 
Born to encreaſe the number of the damn d? 


; A 


My ſentiments by no means I refuſe 
as our REDEEMER like that wretched thing, 
I do not wonder that the cunning Jews 


Scorn'd to acknowledge him for KING. 


ODE IX. 
Peter moraliſeth, and giveth good Advice. 


133 and JEALOVSY, that pair of devils, 

Stuff'd, like Pandora's box, with-wond'rous evils, 
1 hate, abhor, abominate, deteſt : g | 
Like CIxcE, turning man into a beaft. 


Beneath their cankering breath. no bud can blow: 
Their black'ning pow'r reſembles nut in corn, 
Which kills the riſing ears that ſhould adorn, 

And bid the vales with golden plenty glow. 


Tec 
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Yet fierce in yonder dome each demon reigns : 
Their poiſon ſwells too many an artiſt's veins : 
Draws from each lab*ring heart the fearful figh, 
And caſts a ſullen gloom on ev'ry eye. 


Br usHMEN ! accept the counſel PRT EA ſends, 
Who ſcorns th'acquaintance of this brace of fiends ; 
Should any, with zucommon talents tow'r : 
To any, is ſuperis ſcience giv'n— 
O, let the weaker feel their happy pow'r ; 
Like plants that triumph in the dews of Heav'n. 


Be pleas'd like REyNoLDs to direct the blind; 
ho aids the feeble fault*ring feet of youth; 
Unfolds the ample volume of his mind, 
With genius ſtor'd, and Nature's fimple truth: 


Who, though asux, reſembles not his brother, 
Whoſe beams, ſo full of jealouſy, conſpire, 

Whene*er admitted to the room to /mether 
The humble Kitchen or the parlour fire. 


ODE X. 


Peter fpeaketh figuratively— Accommodateth himſelf t 
vulgar Readers—Laſbeth Pretenders to Fame Con- 


 cludeth merrily. 
8 love of praiſe J do not blame 
But I abhor a rape on MisTRESmdFAuE— 

Although the lady is exceeding chaſte ; | 
Young forward bullies ſeize her round the waiſt, 
Swear nolens, wvolens that ſhe ſhall be 4% d; 

And though ſhe vows ſhe does not lie em, 

Nay threatens for their impudence to ride em, 

The ſaucy raſcals ſtil perfil. 


Reader ! —of images here's no confuſion 
Thou, therefore, underſtand'ſt the bard's alluſion 5 


„ 
But po/Fbly thou haſt a ictiſb heads | : 
And therefore no vaſ quantities of brain 
Why then, my precious p10 of LEA, 
Tis neceſſary to explain. rg. 


Some ARTISTS if I fo may call %em!, 
So ignorant (the foul fiend maul em! 
Mere drivlers in the charming art ; 
Are vaſtly fond of being prais'd: 
Wiſh to the ſtars, like Blanchard, to be rais'd ; 
And rais'd they ſhould be, reader—from a cart. 


If diſappointed in ſome STENToOR's tongue; 

| Upon themſelves they pour forth proſe or ſong ; 
Or buy it in ſome venal paper, | 
And then hero:cally vapour. 


What prigs to immortality aſpire, 
Who ſtick their traſh around the room 
Traſh meriting a very diff rent doom, 

I mean the warmer regions of the fire / 


Heav'n knows, that I am anger'd to the ſoul, 
To find ſome blockheads of their works /o ln 
So proud to fee them hanging, cheek by foaul, 
With * his, whoſe pow'rs, the Axr's high fame, 
ſuſtain ; 


To wond'rous merit, their pretenſion 
On ſuch wicinity—/uſpenfion ; 
Brings to my mind a not unpleaſant ſtory, 
Which, gentle readers, let me lay before ye. 


A SHABBY rFtLLow chanc'd, one day, to meet 
The BRITISH Roscivs in the ſtreet : | 
GARRICK, on whom our nation juſtly brags— - 
The fellow hugg'd him with a kind embrace— 
“ Good Sir, I do not recollect your face, 
Quoth Garrick.— No?“ replied the man of rags, 


„The Preſident. 


« The 
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& The nds of Drury you and I have trod 


Full many a time together, I am ſure— 
< When?“ with Ag oath, cried Ga RI“ for, 
« h | 
« I never A* w that face of yours before. 
„What characters, I pray, 
% Did you and 7 together play T 


« Lord!” quoth the fellow, „ think not that I mock 
When you play'd HauLz r, Sir, 7 play'd * 
« Cock *.” 


+ 6 oh - 


Peter talketh ſenſibly, and knowingly—recommendeth it 
to Artiſts to prefer Pictures for their Merit—Diſcovereth 
muſical Knowledge, and ſheweth, that he not only hath 
kept Company wwith Fid lers, but Fiddle-aakers—He 

fatirizeth the Pſeudo-Cogneſcenti—Praiſeth vis f ingenious 
Neighbour Sir Joſhua. 


BE not impos'd on by a name; 

But bid your eye the picture's merit trace: 
Pouss ix at times in outline may be lame, 

And Gurpo's angels deſtitute of grace. 


Yet lo! a picture of ſome famous ſchool; 
A warranted old daub of reput tion, 

Where charming PAINTING'S almoſt ev'ry rule 
Hath ſuffer'd almoſ ev*ry violation; 

Oft hath been gaz'd at by devouring eyes, 

Where NAruxkE, baniſh'd from the picture, ſighs. 


So ſome old Dutcheſs, as a badger grey; 
Her ſnags, by TIME, /ure Dentiſt, ſpars away, 
With long, lank, flannel chee 
Where AGE in ev'ry wrinkled feature, 
Unto the poor weak ſhaking creature, 


Of death, unwelcome tidings, ſpeaks ; 
In the Ghoſt Scene. 


Draws 


© 
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Draws from the gaping mob the exvying 
Becauſe her owner chanc'd to be a dale. 


How many paſtebeard rocks, and iron ſeas ; 
How many torrents wild, of fill fone water; 

How many and broomflicks, meant for trees, 
Becauſe the fancied labours of SaLvaror, 
Whoſe pencil, too, moſt groſsly may have blunder'd, 

Have brought the bleſt peer many a hundred? 


look, 


Thus prove a crowd, a + STAINER, or + AuArr; 
No matter for the fiddle's /ound : 

The fortunate po//efor ſhall not bate ye 
A doit, of fy, nay a hundred pounds: 

And though, what's vulgarly baptiz'd a rep, 

Shall in a hundred pounds be deem'd dog-cheag. 


un 3 

Wiſe prating pedants the old mafters praile ; 

Damning by wholeſale, with ſarcaſtic {neer, 
The wretched works of modern days; 

Making at wing wights ſuch fatal puſhes, 

As if not good enough to wipe their bruſdes. 


And yet on each wiſe cogno/cent- aſs, 3: 
Who ſhall for hours on paint and ſculpture din ce 
A perſon with facility may paſs 
IGAUD for RarxatEL—Bacon for BEerxinT : 
Or little as an over to VEsuvivs, 
WILL TyLEx for PALLADILO or Vireuvivs ! 


One would imagine by the mad'ning fools, 
Who talk of nothing but the ancient ſchools, | 
And vilify the works of modern brains; / _ _v 
They think poor Mother Nature's art is fed, 
That now ſhe cannot make a head, | 
Who took with old Italian nobs ſuch pains : 
Nay, to a driv'ller turn d, her pow'r ſo ſunk is, 
Tame ſoul ! that nothing now ſhe makes but ,,? 


Salvator Roſa, +. A German ſiddle- maker. 
A maker of the fiddles called Cremonas. 


8 5 % Look 
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Look at your fav rite RxY NDR, “' is their ſtrain. 
* Allow'd by all, the fin Europe's eye 
One atom of repute can Reynolds gain, 
„When Trrian, RusENs, — VAN PDYEx, are 
K Wh Jo he ere ror wenn wolk 
« Can 3 — live near RATHAE L's matchleſs 
Yes, blinkards! and with equal luſtre ſhine. 
baun e JAR Whites 5k e en. 4 
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Peter encreaſeth in Wiſdom, and adviſeth wiſely<-Secmerh 
_ angry."at the, Iliberality of Nature in the Affair | off is 
good Acquaintance, the Lord High Chancellor of 
England and M. Pe Arden—Peter treateth his 
| Readers with "pat ak. ud paſt Times, g 3: 77 


6 not Nature's forms tao clay 
Whene'er ſhe treats your ftter graſiye- 
For when ſhe gives deformity for grace, 
Pray ſhew a little mercy to the face. | 
Indeed, *twould be but charity to flatter ; - _ 
Some dreadful works of ſeeming drunken Nature. 

| LA 
As for example, —let us now ſuppoſe 
Tnunrow's black /cowl, and PETER ARDEN'S noſe :, 
But when your pencil's powers are bid to trace | 
The ſmiles of DevonsHIRE—DUNCANNON's grace 
To bid the bluſh of beauteous CAMP BEL riſe, - 
And wake the radiance of FAugGusTA's eyes, * 
Gad! Muſe, thou art beginning to grow leyal) 
And paint the graces of the PRINCESS ROYV Al: 
Try all your art —and when your toils are done, 
You ſhew a flimſy meteor for a un. 5 8 


Or ſhould your ſkill ene her face and air, 
Who fir d my heart, and fix'd my roving eye — 

The Loves, who robb'd a world to make her fair, 
Would quickly triumph, and your art defy, 


* Second daughter of the king. 
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Sweet NY MPH! but, reader take the ſong-1- TOES 
Which Cr xTara's charms alone inſpir d; wy 


That left of yore the poet's tongues; , 0 
When Love his * * ns 
FROM er, alas! whith ſwile a was "__ „ 


I wander to ſome lonely cell: e rr 
My ſighs too weak the maid to move, | 
1 bid the Fatterer, HOPE, Ra, 


Be all her Syren arts forgot, 
That fill'd my boſom with alaring : | tw ot: 
Ah! let her crime — a little ſpot, ni 3227 
Be loſt amidſt her blaze of charms. _ 


As on I wander ſlow, my ſighs 
At ev'ry ſtep for Cynthia-mourn : 
My anxious heart within me dies, 
And, ſinking, whiſpers, „% Oh, return,” 


Deluded heart! th folly know— 

Nor fondly nurſe the fatal flame _ 
By a4ſence thou ſhalt loſe thy woe, 

And only flutter at her name. | 


Readers! I own the ſong of love is fiubet: 
Mo pleafing to the ſoul of gentle Peter : 
Your eyes, then, with another let me treat, 

O gentle Sirs, and in the ſame OR oo. 


SAY, Tout MAID, with abe af eye 
O Daria, ſay, with cheek ſo pale, 

What gives thy heart the length' ned fi Wh 
That tells the world a mournful tale 


S 2 Thy 


. 1 9 3 
The many that thns each other chaſe, 
ſpeak a boſom ſwell'd with woe : 


Thy ftghs, a ſtorm that wrecks thy peace, 
Which fouls like zine ſhould never know. 


O tell me, doth ſome favour'd youth, 
With virtue tir'd, thy beauty ſlight; 

And leave thoſe thrones of love aud truth, 
That lip, and boſom of delight? 


Perhaps to zymphs of other ſhades, 
He feigns the ſoft impaſhoned tear, 
With ſongs their eaſy faith invades, 
That treach*rous won thy witleſs ear. 


Let not thoſe maids thy envy move, 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine 

That heart can ne'er be bleſt by love, - 
Whoſe guilt could force à pang from thine. 


”. 
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„ 
Pjous Peter ocknowledgeth great | Obligations 'to the Re. 


derend Mr, Martyn Luther—Yet lamenteth the Effes 
of this Payſon's Reformation, on Painting. 


E Proteſſants owe much to Martyn Lur HH, 
Who found to Heav'n a Horter way and /ronther; 
And ſhall] not ſoon repaythe obligation 
Max rx againſt the Papifts got the laugh; 
Who, as the butchers bleed and bang a ca/f 
To whiteneſs —bled and bang'd unto /a vation: 


As if ſuch drubbings could expel their fins ; 

As if that Pow's, whoſe works, with awe, we view, 
Grac'd all our backs with ſets of comely ſkins, 

Then order'd us to beat them &Jack and blue. 


Well then! we muſt confeſs for certain, 


That much we owe to Mr, Martyn, 
: Who 
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Who alter'd, for the better, our religion * 
Yet, by it glorious PAINTING did loſe ** 
Was pluck'd, poor GoppEss ! like a geg; * 

Or, tor the rhyme-ſake, like a pigeon, 


Mad at the J/hore of Babylon, and Bull, 
Down from the churches, men began to pull 
Pictures that long had held a lofty ſtation— 
Pictures of Saints, of pious reputation, 
For curing by a miracle the ills 
That now ſo ſtubborn yield not to devotiont. 
But unto bliſters, boluſſes, and potions, | 
That make ſuch handſome *pothecaries* bills. 


Down tumbled Ax THOR V, who preach'd to /prats— 
And he * who held diſcourſes with a V / 
That, grunting after him, ſo us'd to jog, + 
Came down by favour of long ſticks and bats. 
* . . 235 | =. 


The /aints who grinn'd on ſpits like veh'ſon roaſting, 
Broiling on er in an oven; 
Or on a fork, like cheeſe of Cheſhire, toaſting, 
Or kick'd to death, by Satan's hoof ſo cloven, 
All humbled, to the ground were forc'd to fall— 
Spits, forks, and gridir*ns, ovens, dey*l and all. 


Even Saints of poor Old England's breedizg : 

In wonders many foreign ones exceeding; - 7 [1 
Our hot reformers did as roughly handle: 
In troth, poor harmleſs ſouls! they met no quarter 

But down were tumbled; Miracle and martyr ; i? 


Put up in /ots, and fold by inch of candle. 


Had we been Papiſts—Lord ! we ſtill had ſeen 
Devils and devil s mates, young pimping lyars, 
Tempting the Sluſbing nuns of frail fifteen, 
With gangs of ogling, roſy, wanton RIAS 25 » | 
Which nuns ſo pure, no love-fpeech could cajole— 
Who #Aarv'd the body, to preſerve the ſoul. +. 


* Commonly known by the name of P16 A Tr. 
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Then had we ſeen St. Dexx1s with his head 
Freſh in his hand, and with affection Hi/ing : 
As if the nob, that from his ſhoulders fled, 
By knife or broad-ſword, never had been ing: 
hen had we ſeen, upon their friendly coating, 
Saints on the waves, like gulls and wigeons Gaſt, 


I've ſeen a ſaint on board a ſhip, 
To whom, for a fair wind, the Papiſts pray, 

Well flogg'd from ſtem to ſtern, by birch and whip, 
Poor wooden fellow ! twenty times a day : 


Pull'd by the noſe, and kick'd—call'd lubber, owl, 
To make him turn a wind to fair from foul! 
And often thi; hath brought a proſp'rous gale, 
When pray'rs and curſes have been found to ail. 


This, had we Papiſts been, had grac'd our churches, 
Saint, ſeamen, noſe-pulling, kicks, whips, and birches. 


8 * — 


ODE XIV. 
Peter attacherh the Exotic R. A's. 


YE Rovar Sins ! before I bid adieu, 
Let me inform you, ſome deſerve my praiſe ; 


But truſt me, gentle Squires, ye are but few 
Whoſe names would not 4:/grace my lays : 
You'll ſay, with grinning ſharp ſarcaſtic Face, 
We muſt be bad indeed, if that's the caſe 

Why, if the truth I muſt declare, 


So, gentle *8quires, you really are. 


Em greatly pleas'd, I muſt allow, 
To ſee the foreigners beat bellow: 
Who ſtole into that dome the Lord knows how: 
I hope to God no more will follow : 
Who, curs'd with a poor ſniv'ling ſpirit, 
Were never knows to vote for merit 
| Poor 
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Poor narrow-minded imps, 
Hanging together juſt like ſhrimps. 
I own (ſo little they have merited), 
That from yon noble dome, Wh 
Made almoſt an Italian and French home, 
I long to ſee the vermin ferreted. 


Yet, where's the houſe, however watch'd by cats, 
That can get rid of all its rats ? 

Or, if a prettier ſimile may pleaſe, 

Where is the bed that hath not fleas ? 

Or, if a prettier fill—what London rugs 

Have not at times been viſited by bugs ? 


ODE XV. 


Peter taheth Leave—Diſplayeth wonderful Learning 
Seemeth ſorry to part with his Reader Adminiflereth 
Crumbs of Comfort. 


M* deareſt readers! *tis with grief I tell, 
That now, for ever, I muſt bid farewell 


Glad, if an Ode of mine, with grins, can treat ye, 
| Valete: | 
And if you like the Lyric P=TER's oddity ; 
Plaudite, © 
Rich as a Jew am I in Latian lore— 
So, claſſic readers, take a fentence more : 
Pulchrum eft monſtrari dignito et dicier hic eft ! 
Says JUVENAL, who lov'd a bit of fame— 
In Engliſh—Ah ! *tis ſweet amongſt the thickeſt 
To be found out, and pointed at by name. 
To hear the /rinking 6REAT exclaim, © that's PxTER, 
Who makes much immortality by metre : 
« Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim, 
And cares no more for Kings than Kings for bim“ 
f Vet 
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Yet one word more, before we part 
Should any take it grievouſly to heart; | 
Look melancholy, pale, and wan, and thin, 
Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin; 
Put on a poor deſponding face, and hs 
Becauſe that PETER the Divine 
Reſolves to give up painting Odes :— 
By all the rhyming Goddeſſes and God, 
I here, upon a poet's word, proteſt, 
That if it is the world's r ueſt, 
That I again in Lyrics ſhould appear; 
Lo! rather than be guilty of the fin 
Of loſing GzorGE THE TnIR D one 8UBJECT'S Ain, 
My Lyric Bagpipe ſhall be tun'd next year. 


A 


POETICAL EPISTLE, &c. 


T 0 
JAMES BOSWELL, E. & 


ON HIs JOURNAL OF A TOUR TO THE HEBRIDES, 1 
OCTAVO, 


— Tpleo ou iCgarto Ko sgi. Honk. 


— 


. 


O BOSWELL, "T7 Bruce *, whate'er thy name, 


a 


Thou mighty ſhark for anecdote and fame; 
Thou jackall, ſeadi ding Lion Johnſon forth | 
To eat M'Pherſon F midſt * native North; 


* Vide Note, page 16. 
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To frighten grave profeſſors with his N 
And ſhake the Hebrides from ſhore to ſhore 
All hail !—At length, ambitions Thane, thy rage 
To give one ſpark to Fame's beſpangled page 

Is amply gratified—a thouſand eyes 

Survey thy book with rapture and ſurprize ! 
Loud, of thy Tour, a thouſand tongues have fpoken, 
And wonder'd that thy bones were never broken ! | 


Triomghant: thou, through Time's vaſt gulph, ſhalt 
ai 

The pilot of our literary whale ; 

Cloſe to the clatfic Rambler ſhalt thou cling, 

Cloſe as a ſupple courtier to a king, 

Fate ſhall not ſhake thee off with all its pow r, * 
Stuck like a bat to ſome old ivy'd tower. 

Nay, though thy Johnſon ne'er had bleſs'd thy eyes, 
Paoli's — had Ned thee to the ſkies ! 

Yes! his broad wing had rais'd thee (no bad back), 
A tom-tit twittering on an eagle's back. 


Tnov, curious ſcrapmonger, fhalt live in ſong 
When death hath ſtill'd the rattle of thy tongue; 
E' en future babes to liſp thy name ſhall learn, 

And Bozz Zn? with „and Tommy Hearn, 
Who — the er from much proſe and rhyme, 
And ſnatch'd old ſtories ſrom the jaws of Time. 


Sweet is thy page , I ween, that doth recite 

How They a Johnſon, arm in arm, one night, 

March'd through ear Edinburgh's Pactolian ſnow'rs, 

Which Cloacina bountifully pours ; 

Thoſe gracious ſhow'rs that fraught with fragrance 
flow, 

And gild, like W the world below. 

How ſweetly grumbled too was Sam's remark, 

6 I ſmell you, Maſter Bozzy, in the dark.“ 

Alas! hiſtorians are confounded dull, 

A dim Bæœotia reigns in ev'ry ſkull ; 

Mere beaſts of burthen, 12 3 n-winded, ſlow, 

Heavy as dromedaries, on they go ; 


= e Vide page 13. | Whilt 
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Whilſt Tnovz a Will-o*awiſp, art here, and there, 
Wild darting coruſcations every where. 


What taſteleſs mouth can gape, what eye-can cloſe, 
What head can nod o'er thy enlivening proſe? 
To other's works, the works of thy inditing 
Are downright diamonds to the eyes of whiting. 
Think not I flatter thee, my flippant friend : 
For well I know that flatt*ry would offend:  _ 
Yet honeſt praiſe, I'm ſure, thou would'ſt not ſſiun, 
Born with a fomach to digeſt a tun! 

Who can refuſe a ſmile that reads thy page 
Where ſurly Sam, enflam'd with Tory rage, 
Naſſau, beſcoundrels, and with anger big, ay 
Swears Whigs are rogues, and ev*ry rogue a Whig Þ 
Who will not, too, thy pen's minutiæ bleſs, 

1 That gives poſterity the Rambler's * dreſs ? Ay 

h Methinks I view his full, plain fuit of brown, 

i The large grey buſhy wig that grac'd his crown, 

' Black worſted ſtockings, little'filver buckles, © © 

And ſhirt that had no ruffles for his knuckles, 

I mark the brown great-coat of cloth he wore, 

That two huge Patagonian pockets bore, | 

Which Patagonians (wond”rons to unfold!) _ 

Would fairly both his dictionaries hole. 

I fee the Rambler + on a large bay mare 

Juſt like a Centaur ev'ry danger dare, 

| On a full gallop daſh the yielding wind, 

The colt and Bozzy.ſcamp'ring cloſe behind, 


S ** ä 7 2 3 A < Y 
__ N 
Fernen .... | 
JJ w · os Oo 


- Of Lady Lochbuy j with what glee we read, 

Who effer'd Sam for breakfaſt, cold ſheep's head; 

Who preſs'd and worried by his dame fo civil, 
Wiſh'd the ſheep's head and woman's at the devil. 


I ſee you failing both in Buchan's & pot— — | } 
Now ſtorming an old woman and her cot, 1 
Who, terrified at each tremendous ſnape, 3 
Deem'd you two demons ready for a rape. 

* Vide p. 9. P. 376. t P. 429. & P. 104. 
P. 143. | 5 
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1 ſee all. marv'ling at M' Leod's together 

On Sam's remarks ® on whey, and tanning leather; 

At Corrichatachin's 1, the Lord knows how, . . 

I ſee thee, Bozzy, drunk as David's ſow, | 

And begging, with rais'd ęyes and lengthen'd chin, 

Heav'n not to damn thee for the deadly fin. 

I ſee, too; the ſtern moraliſt regale, | 

And pen a Latin ode to Mrs Thrale f. 

I ſee, without a night-cap on his head, 

Rare. ſight! bald Sam in the Pretender's & bed. 

I hear (what's wonderful!) unſought by ſtudying, 

His claſſic diſſer tation upon pudding ||. . 93 

Of Pxovos r Jorr J, I mark the marv'ling face, 

Who gave the Rambler's freedom with a grace. 

I ſee, too, trav*ling from the IsLE or EGG *, 

The humble ſervant ++ of a horſe's leg; | 

And Sx1e, the taylor, from the IsLE or Muck f, 

Who ſtitch'd in SxyY with tolerable luck, © 

I ſee the horn that drunkards muſt adore, 

The horn, the mighty horn of Rorie More 88; 
And bloody ſhields that guarded hearts in quarrels, 
Now guard from rats the milk and butter barrels. 
Methinks the Caledonian dame I fee _ 
Familiar fitting on the Rambler's knee, © + 
Charming, with kiſſes ſweet, the chuckling ſage z 
Melting, with ſweeteſt ſmiles, the froſt of age; | | 
Like Sor, who darts at times a cheartul ray 
O'er the wan viſage of a winter's day. 
„ Do it again, my dear, (I hear gam Cry)»: {31 | 
« See who firſt tires, my charmer, you or J. | 
I ſee thee ſtuffing, with a hand uneouth, - _ 1 
An old dried whiting in thy Johnſon's mouth, 1 
And lo! Tſee, with all his might and main, | 
Thy Johnſon ſpit the whiting out again. 4 | 
Rare anecdotes! *tis anecdotes like theſe, 5 | 
That bring thee glory, and the million pleafe ! | 

- Orr theſe {Pall future times delighted ſtare, 

Thou charming haberdaſher of ſmall ware! 


* P. 299. 7 P. 317. 1 P. 177. FP. 216. | P. 440. 4 
A r. 39. #** P.275 + A blackſmith,” I P. 275. | 
58 F. 254+ 2 ef 
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STEWART and ROBERTSON, from ther, ſhall learn, 
155 charms of H ry to diſcern : 

o thee, fair Hiſt'ry's palm, ſhall Livy yi 
And Tacirvs, to . leave the 2 

os MiLLex's ſelf, whoſe page ſuch fun provokes, 

all quit his ſhroud, to grin at Bozzy's jokes ! 
How are we all with rapture touch'd to fee - 
Where, when, and at what hewr, you ſwallow'd ca- 
How, once, to grace his Aſſiatie treat, | 
Came haddocks, which the Rambler could not eat. 


Pleas'd, on thy book thy Sew*rergn's eye - balls roll, 
Who loves a goffip's ſtory from his ſoul! 

Bleſt with the mem' ry of the Persian king *, 

HE ev'ty body knows, and eov'ry thing ; 


Who's dead, who's married, what poor girl beguil'd, 


Hath le, a paramour, and feund a child; 
Which gard' ner hath moſt cabbages and peas, 
And which old woman hath moſt hives of bees ; 
Which farmer boaſts the moſt prolific ſows, | 
Cocks, hens, geeſe, turkies, goats, ſheep, bulls, and 
cows; ; 1 | 
Which barber beſt the ladies locks can curl ; F 
Which houſe in Windſor ſells the fineſt pur!; 
Which chimney-fweep beſt beats, in gold array, 
His bruſh, and ſhovel, on the firſt of May ; 


| Whoſe dancing dogs in rigadoons excel; 
_ And whoſe the puppet-ſhow that bears the bel! ; 


Which clever /mith the prettieſt _—_— + makes, 
To fave from thieves the royal ducks and drakes, 
The Guinea hens and peacocks with their eggs, 


And catch his loving ſubjects by the legs. 


O!] fince the Prince Geſts reads thy book, 

To what high honours may not Bozzy look? 

The ſunſhine of his ſmile may ſoon be thine— - 
Perchance, in converſe thou may*'ſt hear him ſhine : 
Perchance, to ſtamp thy merit through the nation, 
He begs of Johnſon's life, thy dedication ; 


* Xerxes. | 
+ His M hath planted a number of thoſe truſty guardiaus 


around his park at Windſor, for the benefit of the public. 1 


T_T. > 


Aſks queſtions ® of thee, O thou lucky elf, 

And kindly anſwers ev'ry one himſelf. 

Bleſt with the claſſic — + of a college, 

Our K—g is not a miſer in his knowledge: | 
Nought in the ſtorehouſe of his brain turns muſty x 
No razor-wit, for want of uſe, grows ruſty. 
Whate'er his head ſuggeſts, whate' er he knows, 
Free as election beer from tubs it flows! 

Yet, ah! ſuperior far it boaſts the merit 

Of never fuddling people with the ſpirit ; 

Say, Bozzy, when, to bleſs our anxious dent; 
When ſhall thy volume $ burſt the gates of light? 
O, cloath'd in calf, ambitious brat be born - 
Our kitchens, parlours, libraries, adorn ! 

My fancy's keen anticipating eye, 

A thouſand charming anecdotes can (py : 

I read, I read of G ge the learn'd 5 diſplay 
On Louru's and WazxsuRTON's immortal fray : 
Of G ge, whoſe brain, if right the mark I hit, 
Forms one huge cyclopœdia of wit; | 

That holds the wiſdom of a thouſand ages, 

And frightens all his vor en and his pages / 

O, Bozzy, ſtill thy tell-tale plan purſue ; 

The world is wond'rous fond of fomething ew ; 
And let but Scandal's breath embalm thy page, 

It lives a welcome guet from age to age, | 


* Juſt after Dr. Johnſon had been honoured with an interview 
with a certain great perſonage, in the Queen's library at Buc- 
Kingham- Houſe, he was interrogated by a friend concerning his 
reception, and his opinion of the r-y-l intelleQ.—His = 
ſeems to be poſſeſſed of much good-nature, and much curioſity, 
replied the Doctor; as for his t,, it is far from contemptible..— 
His M, indeed, was #ui:ifaricus in his ucpions; but, thank 
God, he anſwered them all hin;ſe!f. 

＋ This is a very extraordinary circumſtance, as the late 5. 
DA rr retained three parts of the money ordered for the education 


of her children. The F of this abſurd conduct was ſo conſpi- 


cu2us in her daughter Ma, that the letters received from her, 

during her refidence at Denmark, were abſolutely unintelligible, 
5 The life of Dr. Johnſon. 

His M's commentary on the quarrel, in which the xis nor 

and the poc rox pelted one the other with dirt ſo gracefully, will be 

a !reaſureto the lovers of literature! Mr. B. hath as good as promiſed 


it to the PUBLICz and, we hope, means to kzep his word. 


* Not 
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Not only ſay who breathes an arrant knave, 

But who hath ſneak'd a raſcal to his grave : 
Make o'er his turf (in Virtue's cauſe) a rout, 
And, like a d-mn'd good Chriſtian, pull him out. 
Without a fear, on families, harangue, 

Say who ſhall loſe their ears, and who ſhall hang ; 


| i Publiſh the demireps and punks—nay more, 
1 Declare what virtuous wit will be a wh-re. 
+ i Thy brilliant brain conjecture can ſupply, 

| | To charm through ev'ry leaf the eager eye. 


The blue: ffocting * ſociety deſcribe, 

i And give thy comment on each joke and gibe ; 

104 Tell what the women are, their wit, their quality, 
! And dip them in the ſtreams of immortality ! 


Let Loxp M*DoxaLnd threat thy breech to kick +, 
And o'er thy ſhrinking ſhoulders ſhake his ſtick : 
Treat with contempt the menace of this lord, 
| "Tis Ats r'x v's province, Bozz, to record. 
l Though WiLxEs abuſe thy brain, that airy mill, 
And ſwear poor Jouxsox murder'd by thy quill, 
1 | What's that to thee? Why let the vim bleed 
; Thy end is anſwer'd, if the nation read. 
| The fidling knight f, and zzngful Mrs. Thrale, 
; | Who frequent h064'4 or nobb'd with Sam, in ale, 
Snatch up the pen (as thirſt of fame inſpires !) 
To write his jokes and flories by their fires : 
Then why not rnov, each joke and tale enroll, 
Who, like a watchful cat before a hole, 
Full twenty years (inflam'd with letter'd pride) 
Didſt mouſing fit before Sam's mouth ſo wide, 
To catch as many ſcraps as thou wert able— 
A very Laz'zvs at the RICH MAN'S table? 


V noe, a » — 
„ — n 


'® A club moſtly compoſed of learned ladies, to which Mr. B. 


was admitted. 4 
+ A letter of ſevere remonſtrance was ſent to Mr. B. who, in 
conſequence, omitted in the ſecond edition of his Journal, what 1s 


10 generally pleaſing tothe public, viz. the ſcandalous paſſages relative 
( | to this nobleman. 
| 
| 


: 
9 _ — 


1 Sir John Hawkins, who (as well as Mrs. Thrale, now Madam 
Piozzi) threateas us with the liſe of the late Jexicographer. 


Vhat, 
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What, though againſt thee porters * bounce the door, 
And bid thee hunt for ſecrets there no more, | 
With pen and ink ſo ready at thy coat, 

Exciſeman like, each ſyllable to note, 

That giv'n to printers” devils (a precious load!) 

On wings of print, comes flying all abroad ? 

Watch then the venal valets - ſmack the maids, 

And try with gold to make them rogues and fades: 
Yet ſhould their honeſty thy bribes reſent, 

Fly to thy fertile genius, and invent : 0 

Like old VoLTaire, who plac'd his greateſt glory 
In cooking up an entertaining ſtory ; | 
Who laugh'd at TxuTa, whene'er her fmple tongue 
Would ſnatch amuſement from a tale or ſong. 


O! whilſt amid the anecdotic mine, 

Thou labour'ſt hard to bid thy hers ſhine, 

Run to Bolt Court +, exert thy f Cuzr-like ſoul, 
And fiſh for golden leaves from hole to hole; 

Find when he eat and drank, and cough'd, and ſneez'd— 
Let all his otions in thy book be ſqueez'd : 

On tales, however ſtrange, impoſe thy claw ; 

Yes, let thy amber lick up ev'ry ſtraw : 

Sau's nods, and winks, and laughs, will form a treat; 
For all that breathes of JouNsoN mu be great! 


Bleſt be thy labours, moſt advent'rous Bozzi, 

Both rival of Sir John, and Dame Piozzi: 

Heav'ns! with what laurels ſhall thy head be crown'd! 
A grove, a foreſt, ſhall thy ears ſurround ! v 
Yes! whilſt the RauBLER ſhall a comet blaze, 

And gild a world of darkneſs with his rays, | 
Thee, too, that world, with wonderment, ſhall hail, 


A lively, bouncing cracker at his tail! 


* This is literary true Nobody is at home. Our great people 
want the taſte to reliſh Mr, Boſwell's vehicles to immortality. 
Though in Loxpox, poor Bozzy is in a deſert. 

4 In Fleet-ſtreet, where the Doctor lived and died. | 

1 Cost, the bookſeller, frequently bribed people to hunt the 
temples of Cloacina for Pope's and Swift's Letters. 
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B O Z Z V and PIOZZ1I, 
TOWN ECLOGUE. 


98 Jouxsox ſought (as Shakeſpeare ſays) 
that bourne, 

From whence, alas! no travellers return : 

In 4umbler Engliſh, when the doctor died, 

AyoLLo whimper'd, and the muses cried; 

Pak N assvs mop'd for days, in buſineſs flack, 

And like a bearſ, the hill was hung with 6/ack. 

Mix ERVA ſighing for her fav'vite ſon, 

Pronounc'd, with lengthen'd face, the world andune: 

Her owL, too, hooted in fo loud a ſtyle, 

That people might have heard the B1zD @ nile: 

Jove wip'd his eyes ſo red, and told his wife, 

He ne'er made Jouxsox's equal in his life; 

And that *twould be a long time firſt, if ever, 

His art could form a fellow half fo cles ver: 

VENVus, of all the little Loves the dam, 

With all the 6RActs, ſobb'd for BROTHER SAM: 

Such were the heav'nly howlings for his death, 

As if Dang NATURE had re/ign'd her breath. 

Nor leſs ſonorous was the grief, I ween, 

Amidſt the natives of our earthly ſcene : 

From beggars, to the GREAT who hold the helm, 

One 7o5nſo-mania rag*d through all the realm! 

« Who (cried the world) can match his proſe or 
& rhyme ? 

« Over wits of modern days he tow'rs ſublime l 

« Ar Ok, wide'fpre2ding o'er the fbruvs below, 

« That round his roots with puny foliage blow: 

« A pyramid, amidſt ſome barren waſte, 

„That frowns o'er huts the ſport of ev'ry blaſt : 

« A mighty 
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« A mighty Atlas, whoſe aſpiring head 

Oer diftant regions caſts an awful ſhade, 

« By kings and beggars, lo! his tales are told, 

«« And ev'ry ſentence glows a grain of gold! 

« Bl:f! who his philoſophic phiz can tate, 

« Catch ev'n his weaknefſes—his noddle*s ſhake, 

The length'ned lip of ſcorn, the forehead's ſcowl, 
The low'ring eye's contempt, and bear- like growl. 
In vain the c7ics aim their toothleſs rage! 

« Mere /prats, that venture war with whales to wage : 
« Unmov'd he ſtands, and feels their force no more 

« Than ſome huge rock amidſt the aua v roar, 

« That calmly bears the tumults of the deep, 

„And howling tempefts, that as well may /leep.”* 


Strong, midſt the RAMBLER“'s cronies, was the rage 
To fill, with his S0 mots and tales, the page: 

Mere flies, that buzz*d around his ſetting ray, 

And bore a /plendour on their wings away: 

Thus, round his orb the pigmy planets run, 

And catch their little luſtre from the SUN. 


At length, ruſh'd forth two canaidates for fame, 

A Scotchman, one ; and one a London Dame : 

That, by th'emphatic Jou sor, chriſten'd Bozzy : 
This, by the biſbop's licence, Dame Pr0zzi : | 
Whoſe widew'd name, by topers lov'd, was TuRALE, 
Bright in the annals of election ale: 

A name, by marriage, that gave up the ghoft / 

In poor PEboccnio *,—no !--Piozz1, loſt ! 

Each ſeiz'd, with ardour wild, the grey gooſe-quill : 
Each ſet to work the intellectual mill: | 
That pecks of bran, ſo coarſe, began to pour, 

To one poor ſolitary grain of flour. | 


Forth ruſli'd to light their books—but who ſhould ſay, 
ich bore the palm of anecdote away? 

This to decide, the rival wits agreed, 

Before SIR Joux their tales and jokes to read, 


f * The Author was nearly committing a blunder—fortunate, 
indeed, was his recollection; as Pedoccbis fignifies, in the Italian 
Janguage, that moſt contemęt ble of animals, a LlousE. 
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And let the Knights opinion in the ſtrife, 
Declare the propereſt pen to write Sam's LITE: 
Sis Joux, renown'd for muſical - palavers : 
The prince, the ting, the emperor of Puavers ! 
Sharp in ſolfeggi as the ſharpeſt needle : 
Great in the noble art of tweedle-tweedle. 
Of minfic's college form'd to be a fellow, 
Fit for Mus: 5 or MAESTRO Di CAPELLA; 
Whoſe volume, though it here and there offends, 
Boaſts German merit—makes by bulk amends, 
High plac'd the venerable guarto ſits 
Superior, frowning o'er ofavo wits, 
And duodecrmos, ignoble ſcum ! 
Poor proſtitutes to ev'ry vulgar thumb! 
Whilſt undefil'd by literary rage, 
He bears a /potle/s leaf from age to age. 


Like /choolboys, lo! before a two-arm'd chair 
That held the night, wiſe judging, ſtood the pair; 
Or like two ponies on the ſporting ground, 

Prepar'd to gallop when the drum ſhould found, 

The couple rang*d—for vict'ry both as keen, 

As for a tott'ring biſhopric, a dean, £ 

Or patriot Bux kx, for giving glorious baſtings 

To that intolerable fellow, HasTINGs. | 
Thus with their ſongs contended Y7rgi”s favains, 
And made the vallies vocal with their ſtrains, ; 
Before ſome grey-beard ain, whoſe judgment ripe, 
Gave goats for prizes to the prettieſt pipe. 

* Alternately, in anecdotes, go on; | 

« But f begin you, Madam,“ cried Sir Jon : 
The thankful dame low courtfied to the chair, 

And thus, for vict'ry panting, read the fair: 


MADAME PIOZZI*. 


Sam Joxnson was of MicyatL JoaNnson horn; 

| Whoſe ſhop of books did Lichſield town adorn : 
Wrong-headed, ſtubborn as a halter'd ram ; 

In ſhort, the nadel of cur hero SAM: 


* Vide his Hiſtory of Muſic. 
+ Vide Piozzi's Anecdotes, page 3. . 
-4 | Inclin'd 


an 


Inclin'd to madneſs, too for when his ſhop 

Fell down, for want of caſh to buy a prop; 

For fear the thieves might ſteal the bun- ſtore, 
He duly went each night, and hoct*d the door ! 


B OZ z Y., 


Whilſt Jonxsox was in Edinburgh, my wife, 
To pleaſe his palate, ſtudied for her life: 
With ev'ry rarity ſhe fill'd her houſe, 
And gave the pocrox, for his dinner, grouſc. 


MADAME P10OZZ1 +. 


Dear Doctor JohNsos was in fize an ox; 
And from his UncLe AnDrEw learn'd to box ; 
A man to wreſtlers and to bruiſers dear, 

Who kept the ring in Smzhfield a whole year. 
The Doctor had an Uncle, too, ador'd 

By jumping gentry, call'd Cox x ELIVS Ford ; 
Who jump'd in Ste, which ;umpers never chuſe, 
Far as a famous jumper jump'd in Mes. 


BO Zz Z YT. 


At ſupper, roſe a dialogue on witches, 

When E Kos BIE ſaid, there could not be ſuch b-tch- ; 

And that 'twas bla/phemy to think ſuch hegs | 

Could ſtir up ſtorms, and on their Stic nags 

Gallop along the air with wond*rous pace, 

And boldly fly in God Almighty's face : 

But Jounson anſwer'd him, There might be wit- 
ches, 

„% Nought prov'd the non- exiſtence of the b-tch- s.“ 


MADAME TIO:ZZz Zz 18. 


When TüxALE, as nimble as a boy at ſchool, 
Leap'd, though fatigu'd with hunting, o'er a fool ; 
The DocrTor, proud the ſame grand feat to de; 
His pow'rs exerted, and jump'd over too. 


* Bozzy's Tour, p. 3%. + Piozzi's Anecdotes, p. 5- 
4 P. 39» § P. 6. oi And 
| n 


under the character of PETER PARAGRAPH. 
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And though he might a broken back bewatt, 
He ſcorn'd to be eclips'd by Mr. THRALE. 


BOZZY*, 


At UL1nisn, our friend, to paſs the time, 
Regal'd us with his knowledges /ublime : 
Shew'd that all ſorts of learning fill'd his noò, 
And that in butchery he could bear a bob. 
He /agely told us of the diff*rent feat 
Employ'd to kill the animals we eat: 
An ox, ſays he, in country and in town, 
Is by the butchers conſtantly &noct'd dawn : 
As for that leſſer animal, a calf, 
The knock is really not ſo ſtrong by half; 
The beaſt is only funn'd : but as for goats, : 
And ſheep, and lambs, the butchers cut their throats. 
Thoſe fellows only want to keep them quiet, 
Not chuſing that the brutes ſhould breed a 7407. 


MADAME PIOZZ1-t, 


When Jonxsox was a child, and ſwallow *d pap, 
*T was in his mother's old maid Catharine's lap; 
There, whilſt he fat, he took in wond'rous learning, 
For much his bowels were for knowledge yearning. 
There heard the ſtory which we Britons brag on, 
The ſtory of S. George and eke the Dragon. 


B O2 2 v4. | 
When Foore his leg, by ſome misfortune, broke, 


Says Fto Jonunson, all by way of joke, 


« SAM, Sir, in PARAGRAPH, will ſoon be clever, 
« And take off PETER better now than ever.“ 

On which, ſays JoynsoNn, without heſitation, 

„ GEORGE S will rejoice at Foote's depeditation.“ 
On which, ſays J, a penetrating elf ! 

« Doctor, I'm ſure you coin d that word your/elf.”* 


Page 300. + P. 15. 1 P. 141. 
& George Faulkner, the printer at Dublin, taken off by Foote, 


On 
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On which he /augh'd, and ſaid I had divin'd it, 
For bona fide, he had really coin d it. 
« And yet, of all the words I've coin d (ſays he) 
« My Dictionary, Sir, contains but Here. 


MADAME PIOZzZ ZI. 


The Doc rox ſaid, in literary matters 
A Frenchman goes not deep—he only /matters : | 
Then aſk*d, what could be hop'd for from the dogs: 
Fellows that liv'd eternally on frogs ? | 


B OZ Z . 


In grave proceſſion to St. Lennard's College, 
Well ſtuff'd with ev'ry ſort of uſeful knowledge, 
We Ffately walk'd, as ſoon as ſupper ended: 
The /andlord and the waiter both attended: 

The /andlord, ſkill'd a piece of greaſe to handle, 
Before us march'd, fe held a tallow-candle : 

A lantern {ſome fam*d Scotſman its creator) 
With equal grace was carried by the waiter 2 
Next morning, from our beds we took a leap : 
And found ourſelves much better for our ſleep. 


MADAME Plozzi*®, 


In Lincolnſhire, a lady ſhew'd our friend 
A grotto, that ſhe wiſh'd him to commend: , 
Quoth ſhe, + How cool in ſummer this abode !*” 
Ves, Madam (anſwer'd Jonxsox), for a toad.” 
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Between old Scalpa's rugged iſle and Raſay's, 
The wind was vaſtly boiſt rous in our faces: 
Twas glorious JoHNs0N's figure to ſet fight on 
High in the boat, he look'd a noble T «:i70x ! 
But lo! to damp our pleaſure Fate concurs, 

For Jo the blockhead loſt his maſter's ſpurs ; 
This, for the RauBLER's temper, was a rubber, 
Who wonder'd Joſeph could be ſuch a lubber. 


Page 203, + P. 185. 
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MADAME PIOZZIFT, 


Jaſk'd him if he knock'd Tom Os goRN + down ; 
As ſuch a tale was current through the town— 
Says I, “ Do tell me, Docto:, what befel,” 
„Why, deareſt lady, there is nought to fell: Y 
„ I ponder'd on the propre mode to treat him 
The dog was impudent, and ſo I beat him! 
„Tou, like a fool, proclaim'd his fancied wrongs ; 
„ Others, that I belabour'd, held their tongues,” 


Did any one that he was happy cry— 

Jou xsox would tell them plumply, *twas a lie. 

A LAvy { told him ſhe was really ſo: 

On which he ſternly anſwer d, Madam, «4 

© Sickly you are, and ugly—fooliſh, poor; 

&© And therefore can't be happy, I am ſure. 

& *T would make a fellow hang himſelf whoſe ear 
„Were, from ſuch creatures, forc'd ſuch ſtuff to hear.“ 


BO Z z v. 


Lo! when we landed on the Iſle of Murr, 
The megrims got into the Doctor's ſcull ; | 
With ſuch bad humours he began to fill, 

I thought he would not go to IcoLMKiLL : 
But lo! thoſe megrims (wonderful to utter !) 
Were baniſh'd all by tea and bread and butter ? 


MADAME PIOZZI 


Quoth I to Johnſon— Dector, tell me true, 
Who was the be man that you ever knew: | 
He anſwer'd me at once, GEoa Ge PSALMANAZ ASA; 
Keen in the Engliſh language as a razor. | 
Such was the range, the frangeſt of replies, 
That rais'd the whites of both my wond' ring eyes: 
As this /ame GeozGe, in impoſition ſtrong, 
Beat the firſt /yars that e er wagg'd a tongue. 


* Page 232. + Bookſeller, t P. 285, P. 386. 
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B O:Zz ZZZ . 


T wonder'd yeſterday, that one Jon Hax, 
Who ſerv'd as Ciceron; on the way; | 
Should fly a man of war—a ſpot ſo bleſt— 
A fool! nine months, too, after he was preſt. 
Quoth Jonxsov, No man, Sir, would be a /a:ler, - 
With ſenſe to ſcrape acquaintance with a jailor,” 


MADAME PIO ZZ Z14. 


I ſaid, I lik'd not gooſe, and mention'd i, 
« One ſmells it roaſting on the ſpit,” quoth I: 
„% You, Madam,” cried the Doctor, with a frown, 
« Are always gorging—ſtuffhng ſomething down ; 
„% Madam, tis ve y natural te ſuppoſe, 
„If in the pantry you will poke your noſe, 
« Your maw, with ev'ry ſort of victuals ſwelling, 
% That you u want the bliſs of dinner /melling.” 


BOZZ Ys. 


As at AzGYLE's grand houſe, my hat I took, 
To ſeek my ale-houſe, thus began the Duke: 
% Pray, Mr. Boſwell, won't you have ſome tea? 
To this I made my bow, and did agree— 

Then to the drawing-room we both retreated, 
Where Lady BETTY HAMILTON was ſeated 
Cloſe by the DuTcHe>s, who, in deep diſcourſe, 
Took no more notice of me than a hor/e. 

Next day my/elf and Doctor Jon xsox took 

Our hats, to go and wait upon the Duke : 

Next to himſelf, the DukE did Jon xso place, 
But I, thank God, fat /econd to his Gr ace. 
The place was due, molt ſurely, to my merits— 
And faith, I was in very pretty ſpirits : 

I plainly ſaw (my penetration ſuch is) 

] was not yet in favour with the DurekxEss. 
Thought I, I am not diſconcerted yet— 

Eefore we part, I'll give her Gzact a /aveat— 


* Page 151. + P. 103. 
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Then looks of intrepidity I put on, 

And aſk'd her, if ſhe'd have a plate of mutton. 

This was a glorious deed muſt be confeſs'd ! 

I knew I was the Duke's, and not her gueſt ! 

Knowing—as I am a man of tip-top breeding, 

That great folks drink no healths whilſt they are feed - 
| ing ; | 

I took my glaſs, and, looking at her Gz ace, 

I ſtar'd her like a devil in the face; 

And in reſpecgful terms, as was my duty, 

Said I, my Lavy DuTcress, I ſalute ye: 

Moſt audible, indeed, was my falute, 

For which, ſome folks will ſay, I was a brute : 

But faith, it daſh'd her, as I knew it wou'd, 

But then I knew that I was fleſh and blood. 


MADAME PIOZZH 


Once, at our houſe, amidſt our Ar ric feaſts, 
We liken'd our acquaintances to See: 
As for example ſome to calves and hogs, 
And ſome to bears and monkeys, cats and dogs : 
We ſaid, (which charm'd the Doc roa much, no doubt) 
His mind was like of elephants the ſnout, 
That could pick pins up, yet poſſeſs'd the vigour 
From trimming well the jacket of a ge,. 


BOZZLY*. 


Auguſt the fifteenth, Sunday, Mr. Scott 
Did breakfaſt with us when upon the ſpot ; 
To him, and unto Doctor Johxsox, lo! 


Sir WILLIAM Forsts, fo clever, did I ſhe : 


A man that doth not after roguery hanker ; 

A charming Chriſtian, though by trade a banker : 
Made, too, of good companiable ſtuff, 

And this, I think, is ſaying full enongb; 

And yet it 1s but juſtice to record, 

That when he had the meaſles—*pon my word, 
The pcople ſeem'd in ſuch a dreadful fright, 

His houſe was all ſurrounded, day and night, 


* Page 15. 
As 
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As if they apprehended ſome great evil; 

A general conflagration, or the devil. 

And when he better'd—oh ! *twas grand to ſee em 
Like mad folks dance, and hear em fing Tz Deum. 


MADAME PIO :Z Z 1 *. 
Quoth Jouxsox, „ Who d'ye think my life will 


| « write?“ | 

« GoOoLDSNHTT EH,“ ſaid I—Quoth he, The dog's vile 
4 ſpitez 5 

„ Beſides, the fellow's monſtrous love of lying, 

© Would doubtleſs make the book not worth the buying.” 


B O 2 2 v. . 


That worthy gentleman, good Mr. Scott, 
Said *twas our SocRATEsS's luckleſs lot 
To have the wazter, a ſad naſty blade, 
To make, poor gentleman, his lemonade ; 
Which water, much againſt the Doctor's wiſh, 
Put, with his paws, the ſugar in the diſh ; 
The Doctor, vex'd at ſuch a filthy fellow, 
Began, with great propriety, to bellow; 
Then up he took the diſh, and nobly flung 
The liquor out of window on the dung. 
And Docrox Scorr declar'd, that by his frown, 
He thought he would have knock'd the fellow down. 


MADAME PIOZzZ 21. 


Dear Doctor Jounson left off drinks fermented; 
With quarts of chocolate and cream contented ; 
Yet often, down his throat's prodigious gutter, 
Poor man ! he pour'd a flood of melted butter ! 


30 22x. 


With glee, the Doctor did my girl behold: 
Her name VERONICA, juſt four months old: 
This name VERONICA, 2 name though quaint, 
Bclong'd originally to a /aint : | 


Page 1. + P. . 
5 But 


— —ä—ͤ . to. 
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But to my old great-grandam it was giv'n; 


To make the world acquainted with the news ? 


On which I loud exclaim'd, in language 


L 218 J 


As fine a woman as e'er went to heav'n: 

And, what muſt add to her importance much, 
This lady's genealogy was Dutch. 

The man who did eſpouſe this dame divine, 

Was ALEXANDER EARL of KincarpinE ; 

Who pour'd along my body, like a ſluice, 

The noble, noble, noble blood of Br vcr ! 

And who, that own'd this blood, could well refuſe 


* 


But, to return unto my charming child, 
About our Doc rox Jokxsox, ſhe was wild : 
And when he left off fpeaking, ſhe would flutter, 
Squawl for him to begin again, and ſputter ! 
And to be near him a ſtrong wiſh expreſs'd, 
Which proves he was not ſuch a horrid beaſt. 
Her fondneſs for the Docro e pleas'd me preatlys 

ly, 

ay, if I recolle& aright, I favore, ; 

d to her fortune add five hundred more! 


MADAME PIOZZI®, 


One day, as we were all in talking loſt, | 
My mother's fav'rite ſpaniel ſtole the toaſt ; 4 
On which immediately I ſcream'd, © Fie on her,. I 
„% Fie, BELLE, faid I, you us'd to be on honour.” 1 
« Yes, JoansoN cried, but, Madam, pray be told, 


« The reaſon for the vice i- BELLE grows old. | 
But Jounsow never could the dog abide, 
Becauſe my mother waſh'd and comb'd his hide. F 
The truth on't is—BELLE was not too well bred, Y 


Who always would 2% on being fed; 
And very often, too, the ſaucy Aut 3 
Inſiſted upon having the jr cut. EY if 
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Laſt night, much care for Jonvsox's cold was us'd, 
Who, hitherto without his night-cap, /nooz'd ; 


Page 256, 
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That nought might treat ſo wonderful a man ill, 
Sweet Miss M*Leop did make a cap of flannel; 
And, after putting it about his head, 
She gave him brandy, as he weat to bed. 


MADAME PIOZZI*, 


One night we parted at the Doctor's door, 
When thus I faid, as I had ſaid before, f 
« Don't forget Dicky, Doctor mind poor Dick.“ 
On which he turn'd round on his heel ſo quick, 
« Madam,” quoth he, and when I've ſerv'd h 
« elf; X | 


« I gueſs I then may go and bang myſelf.“ 


| B OZ Zz Y. 
At night, well ſoak'd with rain, and wond'rous 
weary, 
We got as wet as mo to Inverary * 
We up d moſt leyally were vaſtly ſky, 
When Jonxsox order'd up a gill of whiſkey : 
Taking the glaſs, ſays I, Here's Miſtreſs Thrale.” 
% Drink her in whifey not, ſaid he, „but ale.“ 


MADAME PIOZz ZZ11. 


The Doc rox had a cat, and chriſt'ned Hodge, 
That at his houſe in Fleet - ſtreet us'd to lodge 
This Hodge grew old and ſick, and us'd to wiſh 
That all his dinners might be ſorm'd of %: 
| To pleaſe poor Hhdge, the Docros, all ſo kind, 
1 Went out, and bought him oyfters to his mind: 
This ev'ry day he did—nor afſk'd black Fa AX k 5. 
Who deem'd himſelf of much too high a rank, - 

; With vulgar fiſb-fags to be forc'd to chat, 

| And purchaſe oyſters for a mangy cat. 


SIR JOH N. 


For God's ſake, ſtay each anecdotic ſcrap ; 
Let me draw breath, and take. a trifting nap : 


* Page 204. + P. 483. P. 102. 
$ Dr. Johnſon's ſervant, 1 
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With one half hour's refreſhing ſlumber bleſt, 
And Heav*n's atliftance, I may bear the ref. 


Afide.]—What have I done, inform me, gracious 
Lord ; | 

That thus my ears with nonſenſe ſhould be bor'd ? 
Oh! if I do not in the trial die, 
The dev'l and all his brimſtone I defy , 
No puniſhment in other worlds I fear: 
My crimes will all be expiated here, 
Ah! ten times happier was my lot of yore, 
When rats'd to con/equence, that all adore ; 
1 fat each ſeſſion, king- like, in the chair; 
Aw'd ev'ry rank, and made the million ſtare 3 
Lord Paramount o'er ev*ry iſice riding; 
In cauſes, with a "Turkiſh ſway, deciding ! 
Yes, like a noble Ba/ſhaw, of three tails, 
I ſpread a fear and trembling through the ja'ls ! 
Bleſt, have I brow-beaten each thiet and ſtrumpet, 
And 5lafted on them, like the /aft day's trumpet. 
I know no paltry weakneſs of the foul-- 
No ſaiv'ling pity dares my deeds controul 
Aſham'd, the weakne/s of my Kine I hear, 
Who, childiſh, drops on ev'ry death * a tear. 
Return 4, return again, thou glorious hour, 
That to my graſp once gav'ſt my idol, pow'r : 
When at my feet the tumbled knaves would fall; 
The thund ring Jupiter of Hicks's Hall. 


The Lnigbt thus finiſhing his ſpeech ſo fair, 
Sleep pull'd him gently backwards in his chair; 
Op'd wide the mouth, that oft on jail-birds fwore, 
Then rais'd his naſa] ORGAN to a roar, 

That actually ſurpaſs'd, in tone and E 
The grumbled ditties of his fav'rite Se 2. 


* Such is the report concerning His Mars Tv, when he ſuffers 
the law to take its courſe on criminals. How unlike the EAT 
FaEDtuic of Pruflia, who dlights in a banging. 

T Sir John wiſhes in vain—His hour of infolence returns no 
more | 
1 The violincello, on which the Knight is a performer. 


ECLOGUE 
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R C L O G U E. 


PART II. 


NW from his ſleep the 4night affrighted ſprung, 

Whilſt on his ear the words of Joanson rung: 

For lo! in dreams the ſurly Rambler roſe, | 

And wildly ſtaring, ſeem'd a man of wes. 

„% Wake, Hawkins, (growl'd the DocTtor, with a 
frown) 

„% And knock hat fellow and that woman down 

„Bid them with Jounsown's life proceed no further - 

„Enough already they have dealt in murther— 

„Say, to their tales, that little truth belon 

« If fame, they mean me—bid them hold their tongues. 


« In vain at glory gudgeon BoswELL ſnaps— 
| « His mind, a paper kite—compos'd of {craps ; 

| 40 - o'er the tops of chimneys form'd to fly; 

: „% Not with a wing /ublime, to mount the iy. 
% Say to the dog, his head's a downright drum, 
« Unequal to the Hiſt'ry of Tom Thumb :. 
« Nay—tell, of anecdote,. that thirſty leach, 
He is not equal to a Tyburn Speech *. 


« For that Pr0zz1's wife, let me exhort her, 
«© To draw her immortality from porter: 
„Give up her anecdotical inditing, 5 
And ſtudy hoyſewifery, inſtead of auriting: „ 
Bid her a poor biography ſuſpend, 4 
of” 


„Nor crucify, through vanit 2» 2 friem 


«© I know no buſineſs women have with 


1 ſcorn, I hate the mole-ey'd, half diſcerning : 


* Compoſed for the unfortunate brave of Newgate, by dif- 


ferent hiſtoria 18. 
U 3 « Their 
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* Their wit but ſerves a huſband's heart to rack ; 
„And make eternal horſewhips for his back. 


Tell N * PIN DAR, ſhould you chance to meet 
„ | | | 

« like his genius—ſhould be glad to greet him 

Vet let him know, crown'd heads are ſacred things, 

„And bid him rev'rence more the bef of kings * : 

« Still, on his Pegaſas, continue Jogging, 

* And give that BoswELL's back another flogging.“ 


Such was the dream that wak'd the ſleepy tnight, 
And op'd again his eyes upon the light | 
Who, mindleſs of old Jon xs v and his frown, 
And ſtern commands to tnock the couple down, 
Reſolv'd to keep the peace—and in a tone 

Not much ualike a maſtiff o'er a bone, 

He grumbled, that enabled by the nap, 

He now could meet more biographic ſcrap. 

Then nodding with a magiftratial air, 

To tarther anecdote he call'd the Fair. 


= 


- 


MADAME PI1lOZ%Z1fF, 
Near Doctor Joanson lov'd a leg of pork; | 


And hearty.on it would his grinders work: 

He lik'd to eat it fo much over-done, | 
That one might fate the fleſh from off the bone. 
A veal pye, too, with ſugar cramm'd, and plums, 
Was wond'rous grateful to the Doctor's gums. 


* This is a firange and almoſt incredible ſpeech from Febnſcn's 
mouth; as not many years ago, when the age of a certain EAT 
PERSONAGE became the ſubj<& of debate, the Doctor brcke in 
upon the converſation, with the following queſtion ; “ Of what 
«« importance to the preſent company is his age F==Of what im- 
% portance would it have been to the world, if he had never 
« exfled?” If we may judge, likewiſe, from the followwing ſpeecb, 
he deemed the freſert rossxssoR of a certain THRONE as much an 
VSURPER as KING Wiltiam, whom, according to Mr. Bos- 
wELL'S account, he beſcoundrels. - The ſtory is this— An acquaint- 
ance of Jounson aſked him if he could not ing. He replied, 
know but one ſong; and tb. is, © The Kin ſhall enjoy his 
© aun again. | | 
0 t Page 8. ' 
Ve Though 
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Though us'd, from morn to night, on fruit to fuf, 
He vow'd his belly never had enough. : 


One Thurſday morn, did Doc rox Jonxsox wake, 
And call out — Lanky, by miflake— | 

But recollecting— Bozzy, Zy,” Cried 

For in contractions, JoAaNnsSON took a pride / 


MADAME FIOZZIþ 


Whene'er our friend would read in bed by night, 
Poor Mr. TaxALE and I were in a fright; l 
For, blinking on his book too near the flame, 3 
Lo! to the fore- top of his wig it came 
Burnt all the hairs away, both great and /mall, 

Down to the very net-work, nam'd the caul. 


BO ZZ Z Y. 


At Corrachatachin's, in i/m ſunk, 
J got with pou alas! coufounded ut: 
Much was I vex'd, that could not be quiet, 
But, like a ſtupid blockhead, breed a riot: 1 
I ſcarcely knew how *twas I reel'd to bed ** 
Next morn I wak'd with dreadful pains of head: - 
And terrors, too, that of my peace did u mem _ 
For much I fear'd the moralift would mob me. 
But as I lay along, a heavy log, 
The Docrox, ent'ring, call me drunken dog. 
Then up roſe I, with apoſtolic air, . 
And read in Dame MKixxox's book of pray's : 
In hopes for ſuch a fin to be forgivin— | 
And make, if pofible, my peace with heav'n. 
*T was frange that in that volume of divinity, 
I op'd the Twentieth Sunday after Trinity, 
And read theſe words Pray be not drunk with wine 
Since drunkenneſs doth make a man a une. | 
% Alas!” ſays I, „the ſinner that I am!“ 
And, having made my ſpeech, I took a dram. 


Page 3384. f P. 237. 1 P. 317. 
MADAMB 
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MADAME PIOZz Zz 1. 


One day, with ſpirits low, and ſorrow fill'd, 

J told him that I had a confer Till: 

« My dear,” quoth he, for heaven's ſake, hold 
our canting ; - 

« Were all your couſins kill d, they'd not be wanting : 

« Though Death on each of them fhould ſet his mer, 

« Though ev'ry one were ſpitted like a lark—— 

« Roaſted, and giv'n that dog there, for a meal, 

„% The %% of them the world would never fee. 

4 Truſt me, dear Madam, all your dear relations 

% Are nits—are nothings in the eye of nations. 


Again +, fays T one day“ I do believe, 
« A good acquaintance that I have will grieve, 
4% To hear her friend hath loſt a large Hate.“ 
« Ves, anſwer'd he, lament as much her fate, 
« As did your B (I freely will allow) 
To hear of the miſcarriage of your cow.” 


B O Zz Zz v1. 


At Enoch, at M*Queen's, we went to bed; 
A colour'd handkerchief wrap'd Jon xsox's head: 
He ſaid, God bleſs us Soth good night —and then, 
J, like a pariſh-clerk, pronounc'd, Amen 
My good companion / by fleep was ſeiz d 
But 7, by lice and fleas, was fadly teaz'd : 
Methought, a ſpider, with zerrific claws, 
Was ſtriding from the wainſcot to my jaws : 
But ſlumber ſoon did ev*ry ſenſe entrap, 
And fo I ſunk into the faveeteft nap. 


MADAME PIozzih 


Trav'ling in Wales, at dinner-time we got on 
Where, at Leweny, lives Six RoBERT Cor rox. 
At table, our great moralift to pleaſe— 

Says I, Dear Doctor, arn't thoſe charming peas ?” 


ee 54 8. the” | 2 . %% 3b. 


Quoth 
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Quoth he, to antradict, and run his rig: 
„% Mapa, they poffibly might pleaſe a 216.“ 


B O Z z *. 


Of thalching, well the Doctor knew the art, 
And with his tbre/bing wiſdom made us ſtart. 
Deſcrib'd the greateſt ſecrets of the Mint— 

And made folks fancy that he had been in . 
Of hops and malt, *tis wond'rous what he knew; 
And well as any brewer he could brew. 


MADAME PIOZZIÞ. 


In ghet the Doc rox ſtrongly did believe; 
And pinn'd his faith on many a liar's ſleeve. 
He ſaid to Doc rox Lawrence, © Swe I am, 
« I heard my poor dear mother call out San.” 
« I'm ſure (faid he) that I can truſt my ears ; 
« And yet my mother had been dead for years,” 


BO Zz Zz 1. 


When young (T was rather filly, I allow) 
Much was I pleas'd to imitate a cow. | 
One time, at Drury-Lane, with Doctor Brain, 
My imitations made the playhouſe fare! 
So very charming was I in my roar ; 
That both the galleries clapp*d; and cried encore. 
Bleſt by the gen'ral plaudit, and the laugh— 
I tried to be a jactaſi, and a calf : 
But who, alas! in all things can be great? 
In ſhort, I met a terrible defeat: 
So vile I bray'd and bellow'd, I was 57/4. 
Yet all who &rew me, wender d that I mid. 
BLarz whiſper'd me, . You've loſt your credit now + 
Stick, BoswELL, for the future, to the cow, | 


MADAME PIOZZIY. 4 
Th'affair of BLAcks, when Jouxso would diſcuſs, 
He always thought they had not /ouls like us: | 


® Page 324 . + P. 152. t P. 499. & P. 210. 
And 


And yet, whene'er his family would fight, 


—— 
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He always ſaid that Fa Ax K was in the right. 


BOZZLAYE®., 


I muſt confeſs that I enjoy'd a pleafure g g 
In bearing to the North ſo great a treaſure 
Thinks I, I'm like a bull-dog or a hound, 
Who, when a lump of liver he hath found, 
Runs to ſome corner, to avoid a riot, 
To gobble down his piece of meat in quiet. 
I thought this good as all Foe Miller's jokes; 
And ſo I up, and told it to the folks, — 75 


MADAME PIOZ 2 14. 


Some of our friends wiſh'd Jonnson would compoſe 
The Lives of authors who had ſhone in proſe ; | 
As for his pow'r, no mortal man could doubt it. f 
_ RY . — pon — was warm about it * 
t up, and ſoo encreated, d, and ' 
Poor — ! as if he had ler 'd fer et : EY 
SIR RicnarD,” cried the Doctor, with a frown, 


& Since you're got up, I pray you, Sir, it down,” | 
B O 2 2 Y. | 


Of Doc rox Joxxsex, having giv'n a ſketch, 
Permit me, Reader, of my/e/f to preach— 
The world will certainly receive with glee, 

The lighteſt bit of hiſtory of me. 

Think of a gentleman of ancient blood! 

Prouder of #le, than of being good. 

A gentleman juſt thirty-three years old ; 

Married four years ; and, as a tyger, bold ; 
Whoſe bowels yearn'd Great Britain's foes to tame, 
And from the cannon's mouth to ſwallow flame ; 
To get his limbs by broad ſwords carv'd in wars, 
Like ſome old bedſtead, and to b, his ſcars ; 
And, proud immortal actions to atchieve, 

See his hide bor'd by bullets, like a fieve. 


NN my 
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But to! his father, a well-judging Juden, 
Forbade his /e from Edinburgh to budge— 
Reſolv'd the French ſhould not his b—ckſide claw, 
So bound his n apprentice to the law. 

This gentleman ha — in foreign parts, 

And, like ULrssEs, learnt a world of arts: 
Much wiſdom his vaſt travels having brought him, 
He was not a the fool the people thought him 
Of prudence, this /ame gentleman was ſuch, 

He rather had 7oo little, than too much. 

Bright was this gentleman's imagination, 

Well calculated for the +:ghef ſtation : 

Indeed ſo lively, give the dev*l his due, 

He ten times more would utter than was rae, 
Which forc'd him frequently againſt his will, 
Poor man! to ſwallow many a bitter pill 

One bitter pill, among the reſt, he took, 
Which was to cut ſome ſcandal from his book. 
By Doctor Jonnson he is well pourtray'd : 
Quoth he, Of Bozz v it may well be faid 

That through the moſt inho/pitable ſcene, 

One never can be troubled with the ſpleen, 

Nor ev n the greateſt difficulties chafe at, 

Whilſt /ach an animal is near, to laugh ar. 


MADAME PIO :ZzZz z IX. 


For me, in Latin, Docroa Jonnson' wrote 
Two lines upon 81A Jostsen BAxks's goat : 

A goat ! that round the world, fo curious, went— 
A zoat ! that now eats graſs that grows in Kent? 


BOZZY + 


To LozD MonsopDo a few lines I wrote, 
And by the ſervant Joſeph ſent this note 


«© Thus far, my Lord, from Edinburgh, my home, 
With Mr. SamuzL JornsoN, I am come 

This night, by us, muſt certainly be ſeen, 

The very handſome town of Aberdeen. 


Page 72. 1 P. 207. i 
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For thoughts of Jouxsox, you'll be not applied to 

I know your Lordſhip likes him % than I do. 

So near we are—to part I can't tell how, 

Without ſo much as making him a bow: . 

Beſides, the RamBLER ſays, to fee Mox zODD/ 

He'd go at leaft two miles out of his road. 

Which ſhews that ue admires (whoever raili) 

The pen which proves, that men are born with ails, 
Hoping, that as to health, your Lordſhip does wel!, 


I am your ſervant at command, 
| JAMES BOSWELL.” 


MADAME PIO Zz z 1. 


On Mr. Tua AxE's old hunter Jon xSsoN rode 
Who, with prodigious pride, the beaſt beſtrode; 
And as on Brighten Downs he daſh'd away, * 
Much was he pleas'd to hear a ſportſman ſay, 
That at a chace he was as tight a hand, 

As e'er an ill-bred Jubber in the land, 


BOZZY + 


One morning, Joxnsox, on the Ifle of Mort, 
Was of his politics exceſſive full. | 

uoth he, That PULTxEY was a rogue, tis plain 
&« Beſides, the fellow was a Whig in grain.” | 

Then to his principles he gave a banging, 

And ſwore no Hhig was ever worth a hanging. 
« *Tis wonderful, ſays he, and makes one ſtare, 
© To think the Liv'ry choſe Ion N WILEES Lord Mayor. 
« A dog, of whom the world could nurſe no hopes , 
„Prompt to debauch their girls, and rob their ſhops,” 


MADAME PpIOZz z 1. 


Sir, I believe that anecdote a lie; . 
But grant that Jonxvsox ſaid it—by the by, 

As WIL EkESs unhappily your Aiendſbip ſhar'd, ; 
The dirty anecdote might well be par d. 


Page 207. F P. 424. * 
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B OZ Zz Y. 


Madam, I ſtick to truth as much as yow 
And damme if the ſtory be not true. 177 
What you have ſaid of Joanson and the larks, 23}. 
As much, the RamBLER, for a /avage, marks, 
Twas ſcandalous, ev'n candour muſt allow, 

To give the hiſt'ry of the hor/e and cow. ©: | E 
What but an enemy to JounsoN's fame, | 
Dar'd his vile prank at LITcHrIELD PLAYHoysE a 
Where, without ceremony, he thought fit 

To fling the mar and chair into the pit? 

Who would have regiſter'd a ſpeech fo odd. 
On the dead fay-maker , and Doc ro Do⁵ẽ rk 


MADAME PIO Z 21. 


Sam Jonxsox's thre/bing knowledge and his Aen. 
May be your own inimitable hatching. | 
Pray, of hi his wiſdom can't you tell more news? F 
Could not he make a ſhirt, and cobble ſhoes ? ; 
Knit ſtockings, or ingenious take up fitches— . _ 
Draw teeth, dreſs wigs, or make a Fete of breeches P + 
You prate, too, of his knowledge of the Mint, e 
As if the RAuMBLERN really had been in't: 

Who knows but you will tell us (truth forſaking) 
That each bad /hilling is of JoansoN's mag: 
His, each vile fixpence that the world hath cheated 
And his the art that ev'ry guinea u ted. | 
About his &rewing tnowledge you will prate, tocz 
Who ſcarcely knew a hop from a potatoe. 

And though of beer he joy'd in hearty ſwigs, 

I'd pit againſt his taſte my huſband's Pige- 


B OZ Z Ys 


How could your folly tell, ſo wid of truth, 
That miſerable ſtory of the youth, 
Who in your book, of Doctor Jouxson, begs 
Moſt ſeriouſly, to know if cars lay eggs ? 


* Piozzi's Anecdotes, page 51, firſt edition. | 
* * 


* 
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MADAME PTO:Zz z 1. 


so told of Mrs. Montague the lie— 
So palpable a falſchood ? —Bozzy, fie / 
i 2015 0 B 0 2 2 v. | 

Who, mad'ning with an anecdotic itch, 
Declar'd that Jonwsox call'd his mother p-rTcu ? 


% & ww 


MADAME PIOZZ 1. 


Who, from M Donald's rage to ſave his ſnout, 
Cut twenty lines of defamation out? 


3622 . 


Mo would have ſaid a word about Sam's abig; 
Or told the ſtory of the peas and pig? 

Who would have told a tale, fo very flat, 

Of Frank, the black; and Hobo, the mangy cat? 


MADAME PIOZZ 1. 


Good me] you're grown at once confounded tender 
Of Doctor Jokxsox's fame a ferce defender. 
I'm ſure you've mentioned many a pretty ſtory 
Not much redounding to the Docro 's glory. 
Now, for a ſaint, upon us you would palm him— 
Firſt murder the poor man, and then embalm bim! 


BOZZY. 


And truly, Madam, Jounsox cannot 304. 
By your acquaintance he hath rather loft. * 
His character ſo ſhockingly you handle 
You've ſunk your comet to a farthing candle, 
Your vanities contriv'd the /age to hitch in; 
And brib'd him with the vun of all your kitchen: 
Yet nought he betier'd by this elevation— Be 20 
Though beef he won——he loſt his reputation, 


_ MADAME 


E. „ 


MADAME YYIOZ Z 1. 


One quarter of your book had Jon vsox read. 
Fiſt · criticiſm had rattled round your head, © © 
Yet let my ſatire not 70 far purſue— 

It boaſts /ome merit, give the devil his due. 

Where grocers, and where paſtry-cooks reſide, 1 
Thy book, with triumph, may indulge its pride: 
Preach to the patty-pans ſententious ſtuff -- 
And hug that idol of the noſe, call'd h !: 
With all its ſtories, cloves and ginger pleaſe, 
And pour its wouders to a pound of — 1 


B O Zz 2 Y. 


Madam, your irony is wond'rous fine! 
Senſe in each thought, and wit in ev*ry line, 
Yet, Madam, when the leaves of my poor book 
Viſit the grocer or the paftry-cook, ae 
Yours, to enjoy of fame the juft reward, | 
May aid the # unt-makers of Paul's Church-yard + 
In the /ame ale-houſes together us'd, 
By the /ame fingers they may be amr? ; 
The greaſy /auffers, yours, perchance, may wwe, 
And mine, high honour'd, light a toper's pipe. | 
The praiſe of Cour TExAy * my book's fame lecures; 
Now, who the dev'l, Madam, praiſes yours ? 


MADAME PIOZZL 


Thouſands, you blockhead, no one now. can doubt it. 
For not a foul in London is auithout it. 5 
The folks were ready CADELL to devour, i 
Who ſold the firſt edition in an hour 
So !—CovURTExAY'S praiſes ſave you !—ah ! that 

; 'ſquire | i 
Deals, let — tell you, more in ſmoke than fire. 


42 


The lively zATTLE of the Houſe of Common — indeed, its 
Mou us; who ſeems to have been ſelected by his conſtituents more 
for the purpoſes of /augh:ng at the misfortunes of his country, than 
healing the wounds, He is the author of a poem lately publiſhed, 
that endeavours, totis v.ribus, to frove, that Doc rox JoHNSON was 
a brute, as well ag a moral ft! | | a * 


X 2 BO ZZ Zz x. 
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3 0 2 2 v. 
Zounds! bs has prais'd me in the Aueere f line 


MADAME PIO Z: 21. 


Ay! ay! the verſ and ſubject equal ſhine. 
Few are the mouths that CouxrTENAV's wit rehearſe— 
Mere cork in politics, and lead in verſe. 


30 22 x. 


Well, Ma”, am ! fince all that Jonnson ſaid or _—_ 
19 hold ſo facred—how have you forgot | 
Or the —_— hunting world a reading 
Leet , juſt before your wedding 
3 thus (in ſtrains not form'd to — 1 
Mapa, 
«. If that als / gnominious matter 
«© Be not cuncluded, 
Farther ſhall I ſay ? 
No—your kind ſelf may give it us one day— 
And juflify your paſſion for the youth, 
e all the charms of n and truth. 


AI b 4 6 p10 :z z 1. 


What was my marriage, Sir, to you or bim? 
Hie tell me what to do !—a pretty whim ! 
He to propriety (the beaſt!) exhort / 
As well might elephants prefide at court. 
Lord! let the world, to damn my match, agree— 
Tell me, James BoswELL, what's %- world to ne? 
The folks who paid reſpects to Mrs. Thrale, | 
Fed on her pork, poor fouls / and ſwill'd her ale, 
May fetten at Pioxxi, nine in ten— - 
Turn up the 2 of /corz—good God | what then? 
For me—the dev may fetch their ſouls ſo great— 
They kee 8 homes, — and 4, thank God = meat. 
When they, poor owls ! ſhall beat their cage, a jail— 
3 nf 45 hal) ſpread my peacock tail; , 

ree 
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Free as the birds of air, enjoy my eaſe, | 
Chuſe my own food, and ſee what climes I pleaſe. 
L. ſuffer only—if I'm in the wrong— 

So, now, you prating puppy, hold your tongue. 


SIR JOHN. 


For ſhame ! far ſhame! for Heav'n's ſake, 60th be 
quiet | *4\ 3% 
Not Billingsgate exhibits ſuch a riot: e 
Behold, for candal you have made a feat, 
And turn'd your idol, Jonnson, to a beaft. 
Tis plain. that tales of ghofts are arrant lies, 
Or inflantaneoufly would ſJounsoN's riſe; Is 
Make you both eat your paragraphs, fo evil ? 
And for your treatment of him, play the dew't. 
Juſt like /2wo Mobaws on the man you fall 
No murdrer is worſe ſerv'd at Surgeon's Hall. 
Inſtead of adding /plendour to his name, 
Your books are downright g:ibbets to his fame. 
Of thoſe, your anecdotes—may I be curfl, 
If I can tell you wh:ich of them is worſt. | 
You never with poſterity can thrive— 4 4 
Tis by the Rambler's death alone you live 
Like wwrens (that in ſome volume J have read), 
Hatch'd by ſtrange fortune, in a hor/e's head. 
Poor Sam was rather fainting in his glory 
But now his fame lies foully dead, before ye. 
Thus, to ſome dying man (a frequent caſe), 
Two doors come, and give the coup de grace. 
Zounds! Madam, mind the duties of a wife, 
And dream no more of Doctor JonxsoN's life. 
A happy knowledge in a pye or pudding, 
Will more delight your friends than all your fudyung > 
One cut from wven'/en to the heart can ſpeak 1 
Stronger than ten quotations: from the Greek : 
One fat Sir Loi poſſeſſes more- ſublime 
Than all the airy caſtles built by rhyme. 
One nipperkin of flingo, with a toaſt, 
Beats all the ſtreams the Muſes font can boaſt, 
Bleſt! in one pint of porter, lo! my belly can 
Find raptures not ig all the floods of Helicon. | 
X 3 Enough 


© 
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Enough thoſe anecdotes, your pow'rs have ſhewn ; 
Sam's Life, dear Ma'am, will only damn your own. 


For thee, James BoswELL, may the hand of fate 
Arreſt thy gooſe-quill, and confine thy prate: 
Thy gorge” the world: di/enfted hears — 
Then load with vanities no more our ears, 
Like ſome lone puppy yelping all night long ; + 
That tires the very echoes with his tongue. 
Yet ſhould it lie beyond the pow'rs of fate, 
To ſtop thy pen, and ſtil] thy darling prate; 
To live in ſolitude, oh! be thy luck: 
A chattering magpie on the IsLE or Muck. 


Thus ſpoke the Jupcet ; then, leaping from the 
chair, 

He left, in conſternation loſt, the pair; 

Black FRANK , he ſought, on anecdote to cram, 

And vomit , +, a LIFE of ſurly Sam. 

Shock*d at the little manners of the Euight, 

The rivals, marv'ling, mark'd his fidden flight : 

Then to their pens and paper ruſh'd the twain, 

To kill the mangled RAMBLER ver again. 


Doe ron Jon xsOx“s negro ſervant. 
+ The Kn16nTt*'s volume is reported to be in great forwardneſs, 
and likely to dance his formidable competitors. | 


\ 


i 


N. B. The quotations from Mr. Boſwell are made from 
the Second Edition of his Fournal———Thoſe from Mrs. 
. Piozzi, from the Firſt Edition of her Anecdotes. 


' POS T- 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


1 4 


AS Mr. BoswELL's Journal hath afforded ſuch uni- 
verſal pleaſure, by the relation of minute incidents, and 
the great Moraliſt's opinion of men and things, during 
his northern tour; it will be adding greatly to the 
anecdotical treaſury, as well as making Mr. B. happy, 
to communicate part of a Dialogue that took * ＋ Tos 
tween Dr. Johnſon and the Author of this Congra- 
tulatory Epiſtle, a few months before the Doctor paid 
the great debt of nature. The Doctor was very chear- 
ful that day, had on a black coat and waiſtcoat, a black 
py pair of breeches, and black worſted ſtockings, a 

andſome grey wig, a ſhirt, a muſlin neck-cloth, a 
black pair of buttons in his ſhirt ſleeves, a pair of ſhoes, 
ornamented with the very identical little buckles that 
accompanied the philoſopher to the Hebrides; his nails 
were "oy neatly pared, and his beard frefh ſhaved by 
a razor fabricated by the ingenious Mr. Savigny. 

P. P. Pray, Doctor, what is your opinion of 
« Mr. Boſwell's literary powers?“ 

Fohnſon. © Sir, my opinion is, that whenever 
« Bozzy expires, he will create no vacuum in the re- 
« gion of literature he ſeems ſtrongly affected by the 
e cacoethes ſcribendi; wiſhes to be thought a rara aui; 
4 and, in truth, ſo he is—your knowledge in orni- 
te thology, Sir, will eafily diſcover, to what ſpecies of 
« bird I allude.” Here the Doctor ſhook his head, 
and laughed. | | | 

P. P. What think you, Sir, of his account of 
& Corſica? - Of his character of Paoli?“ 

Johnſon. Sir, he hath made a mountain of a 
« wart. But Paoli has virtues. The account is a 
« farrago of diſguſting egotiſm and pompous inanity.“ 

P, P. I have heard it whiſpered, Doctor, that, 
„ ſhould you die before him, Mr. B. means to write 


« your life.“ 
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Fohnſon. Sir, he cannot mean me ſo irreparable 
& an injury. Which of us ſhall die firſt, is only known 
“ to the Great Diſpoſer of events; but, were I ſure 
% that James Boſwell would write zy life, I do not 
« know whether I would not anticipate the meaſure, 
„ by taking gig. (Here he made three or four ſtrides 
acroſs the room, and returned to his chair with violent 
emotion.) % 

P. P. I am afraid that he means to do you the 
« favour,” - | | 

Jobnſon. He dares not—he would make a ſcare- 
« crow of me. I give him liberty to fire his blun- 
« derbuſs in his own face, but not murder me. Sir, 
« I heed not hi, avro; «0a—BoswELL write my life! 
„hy, the fellow poſſeſſes not abilities for writing the 
« life of an epheme: a.” 


IAD. 


TA 


— 


— 


Prima Syracoſio, dignata eſt ludere Verſu 
Noftra, nec erubuit Sylvas habitare Thalia ; 
Cum Canerem Reges et Prælia, Cynthius Aurem | 
Vellit et admonuit VIEGs 


— 


— 


CANT Ol. 
HE LOVUSE I fing, that from ſome head unknown, 


| Yet born and educated near a throne, 
Dropp'd down — (ſo wild the dread.decree of fate), 
With legs wide ſprawling, on the M—cch's. plate : 
. ar 


(ont 1 


Far from the raptures of a wir's embrace; 
Far from the gambols of a tender race, 

Whoſe little feet he taught, with care, to tread 
Amidſt the wide dominions of the head; | 
Led them to daily food, with fond delight, 

And taught the tiny wand'rers where to bite; 
To hide, to run, advance, or turn their tails, 
When hoſtile combs attack'd, or vengeful nails; 
Far from thoſe pleaſing ſcenes ordain'd to roam, 
Like wiſe Ulyſſes, from his native home; 
Vet, like that saGx, tho? forc'd to roam and mourn" 
Like him, alas! not fated to return ; 
Who, full of rags and glory, ſaw his Boy * 
And wirkE I again, and pos f that died for joy. 
Down dropp'd the luckleſs LOUSE, with fear appall'd, 
And wept his wife and children as he ſprawl'd, 
Thus, on a promontory's miſty brow, 
The yPoer's eye, with ſorrow, ſaw a cow 
Take leave abrupt of bullocks, goats, and ſheep, 
1 tumbling headlong down the dizzy ſteep: _ 

o more to reign a queen amongſt the cattle, 
And urge her rival beaux, the bulls, to battle; 
She fell &, rememb'ring ev'ry roaring lover, 
With all her wild courants in fields of clover. 
Now on his legs, amidſt a thouſand woes, 
The LOUSE, with judge-like gravity, aroſe : 
He wanted not a motive to entreat him, 3 
Befide the horror that the K* might eat him 
The dread of gaſping on the fatal fork, 
Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or pork; _ 
Or drowning *midft the fauce in diſmal dumps, 
Was full enough to make him ſtir his ſtumps. 
Vain hope of ſtealing unperceiv'd away! 
He might as well have tarried where he lay. 
Seen was this LOUSE, as with the Royal brood 
Our hungry K amus'd himſelf with food ; 
Which proves (though ſcarce believ*d by one in ten) 
That kings have appetites like common men; 


* Telemachus. + Penelope. 
1 Argus, for whoſe hiſtory, fe: the Odyſſey. | 
8 moriens dulces reminiſcitur Argos. Viso. 


And 
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And that, like London Aldermen and Mayor, 
They feed on more ſubſtantial ſtuff than air. 

Paint, heav'nly muſe, the look, the very look, 
That of the S——n's face poſſeſſion took, 

When firſt he ſaw the LOUSE, in ſolemn ſtate, 
Grave as a Spaniard, march acrofs the plate! 
Yet, could a LOUSE a Britiſh King ſurpriſe, 
And, like a pair of ſaucers, ſtretch his eyes? 

The little tenant of a mortal nt av, | 
Shake the great RULER of three realms with DREAU ? 
Good Lord (as ſomebody ſublimely ſings), 
What great effects ariſe from /irtle things! 

As many a loving ſwain and nymph can tell, 


Who, tollowing Nature's law, have lo d too aue? 


Not with more horror did his eyes behold 
Charles Fox, that cunning enemy of old, 
When triumph hung upon his plotting brains, 
And dear PREROGATIVE was juſt in chains: 
Not with more horror did his eye-balls work 
Convulſive on the patriot Burke, 
When guilty of œconomy, the crime / 
Edmund wide wander'd from the true ſublime, 
And, cat-like, watchful of the flcſh and fiſh, 
Cribb'd from the r-y-l table many a diſh— 
Saw ev'ry ſlice of bread and butter cut, 
Each apple told, and number'd ev'ry nut; 
And guag'd (compos'd upon no ſneaking ſcale) 
The Monarch's belly, like a caik of ale; 
Convinc'd that, in his ſcheme of ſtate-ſajvation, 
To farve * the PALACE, was to /eve the NATION: 
Not more 'aghaft he look d, when, midſt the courſe, 
He tumbled, in a ſtag-chace, from his horſe, 


* His My was really reduced, ſome time ſince, to a moſt 
mortifying dilemma; the apples at dinner- time having been, by 
too great a liberality to the Royal child:en, expended, the K—g 
ordered a ſupply, but was informed, that the BoAR oF GREEN 
Crorn would poſitively allow no more. Enraged at the unexpected 
and unreyal diſappointment, he furiouſly put his hand into his 
pocket, took out fix-pence, ſent a PAGE for two-pennyworth uf 
pippins, and reccived the change. 


Where 
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Where all his nobles deem'd their M=—ch dead, 
But luckily he pitch'd upon his ueap! 


Not vEN1s0N EATERS, at the vaniſh'd rar, 
With ſtomachs wider than a quaker's hat : 
Not with more horror Mr. Serjeant Pliant 
Looks down upon an empty-handed client : 
Not with more horror ſtares the rural MAID, 
By hopes, by fortune-tellers, dreams, betray'd, 
Who ſees her ticket a dire blank ariſe, | 
Too fondly thought the twenty thouſand prize, 
With which the ſimple damſel meant, no doubt, 
To bleſs her faithful iav'rite, CoLin CLour. 


Not with more horror ſtares each length*ned feature, 
Of ſome fine fluttering, mincing petit- maitre, | 
When of a wanton chimney-ſweeping wag, 

The beau's white veſtment feels the footy bag: 
Not with more horror did the dev'] look, 
When Dunſtan by the noſe the demon took, 
(As gravely ſay our legendary ſongs) 

And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs; 
Not Lady Worſley, chaſte as many a nun, 
Look'd with more horror at Sir Richard's fun, 
When rais'd on hich, to view her naked charms, 
He held the peeping captain in his arms; 
Like David, that moſt am'rous little dragon, 
Ogling ſweet Bathſheba without a rag on. 


Not more the great SAM HOUSE * with horror 
ſtar'd, a 

By mob affronted to the very beard ; | 

Whoſe impudence (enough to damn a jail) 

Snatch'd from his waving hand his Fox's tail, 

And ſtuff'd it, midſt his thunders of applauſe, 

Full in the centre of Sam's gaping jaws, 

That forcing down his patriotic throat, 

Of Fox and Freedom ſtop'd the glorious note. 


* In Weſtmigſter-Hall, where the ſenſe (the Author was juſt 
about to ſay nonſenſe) of the people was to be taken on an election. 


Not 


— nn — 
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Not with more horror BILLY Ranvs * ſtar'd, 
When Pure r, the P—ce's hair-drefſer, appear'd 
Amidſt their eating room, with dread deſign, 

To t with races, and with paces dine“ 

Not with more horror GLosTer's Durenkss ſtar' d, 
When (bleſt in metaphor !) the K declar'd, 
That not of all her mongrel breed, one whelp | 
Should in the royal kennel ever yelp : 


Not more that man fo ſweet, fo unprepar'd, 
The gentle *SqQuing of LEATHERHEAD I was /tar*d, 
When, after pray'rs ſo good, and rare a ſermon, 
He found his FRONT attack'd' by fierce Miſs Vernon; 
Who meant (Thaleſtris-like, diſdaining fear!) : 
To pour her roor in thunder on his REAR; 


Who, in Gop's houſe F, without one * of grace, 


Spit, like a VIXEN, in his Woxsnty's face; 
Then ſhook her nails, as ſharp's a taylor's ſhears, 
That itch'd to ſcrape acquaintance with his ears: 
Not Atkinſon || with ſtronger terror ſtarted 
(Somewhat afraid, perchance, of being carted) 


* Billy Ramus—emphatically and conftantly called by his 
M y Billy Ramus. One of the Pages who ſhaves the Sn, 
airs his ſhirt, reads to him, writes for him, and collects anecdotes. 

Puff, his R-y-l H-ghn-ſs's hair-drefſer, who attending him 
at Windſor, the P—ce, with his uſual good-nature, ordered bim 
to dine witH the TAGES. The pride of the Pages immediately took 
fire; and a petition was diſpatched to the K— and P—ce, to be 
relieved from the diſtreſsful circumſtance of dining with a hair- 
dreſſer. The petition was treated with the proper contempt, and 
the Pages commanded to receive Mr. Puff into their meſs, or quit 
the table. With unſpeakable mortification, Mr. Ramus and his 
brethren ſubmitted; but, like the poor Gentoos who have loſt their 
Caf, have not held up their heads frce. 

t Kynafton is the name of the gentleman aſſailed by this furious 
Maid of Honour, for his diſapprobation of the lady as an acquaiat- 
ance for his wife. | | 

§ Verily in the Hovsz of the Lon p, on the Lord's Day, in the 
year of our Lord 178 5, in the village of Leatherhead, in the county 


of Surry, did this profane ſalival aſſault take place en the phiz of 


Squire Kynafton, to the diſgrace of his family, the wonder of the 
parſon, the horror of the clerk, and the ſtupe faction of the con- 
gregation. 
Mr. Chriftopher Atkinſon's airing on the pillory is ſuficiently 
knows to the public. 
When 


LY 
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8 JusTice, a ſiy dame, one day wendete. 
E {ſerious compliments to Kr, 


im a few ſhort queſtions about corn, 

Ang whiſper'd, ſhe” believ d he was fair, 
Then hinted, that he probably would find. 
That though ſhe nn wink 4; ſhe was not Bad, 

Are 110 Theme TW: +44 

Not more Aſturias-Princeſs'* boli fü 1 
At breakfaſt, when her ſpouſe; the unndliftſ, a 
Hurl'd, many heedleſs both — time and places: - 4 K T 
A cup of boiling coffee in het᷑ face; lden ho 
Becauſe the fair one eat a butter d roll, 4 * 
On which the e prince had fix d his Gule-- *þ\ 
Not more affoniſb d look'd: that 1 find. x 
His royal father-to his face-unkind;; | + fv 6 ma 27* 
Who, to the cauſe. of injur'd beauty don. 1 
Seized on the proud proboſcis of his ſ r 
(Juſt like a TYGER of the Lybian ſha e, 
hoſe furious clas the r 

And led him, till that so its duranee freed, -- 
By aſking pardon for the brutal deed.; ” i wes. 
Led him thrice round the room (che ſtory gow). L 
Who follow'd, with great gravity; kis noſe, 
Reſolv'd at firſt (for Spaniards are fi ftuff) 
To aſk:no pardon, though the!/nout came g 1 
Not more aftonifh'd look'd that Spaniſh, King,” 1 
Whene'er he miſs'd a ſnipe upon the wing > \ 
Not more affoniſb d look'd that King of rein, 0 
To ſee his gun: boats blazing on the main: OF 
Not Dr. Johnſon more, to hear the tale 
Of YO Piozzi” nne Mrs. — * A 


S \ 


** 


* Thie quarrel bes the "RMP: or Wee Tut a. 
with the interference of the Spaniſh Monarch, as deſcribed here, 
is not a poetic fiction, but an abſolute fact, _ r not mu 
months ago. 

+ His Moſt Catholic Majefy's footing — are Badesalz 
acknowledged. Thongh far advanced 1 in years, ke is ſtill the ad- 
miration of his ſubje&Qs, and the envy of His brother kings} ns x 
SHOT : and it is well known, that even,on choſe days when the 
royal robes are obliged to be worn, his breeches pockets are ſtuffed 
with guns flints, ſcrow s, hammers, and other implements ne- 
ceffary for the 4cftriGion of ſaipes, paAtridges, and wild pigs. 


Ks Nor 


A 
* 
; 
i 
| 


* * 
12 Affronts the preſence of the-LORD's 


Nor Doftor-Wilſon, . folly A, 
When young Bias Ciyſter bore of Kit Nader 8 


| What dre gelen: ſhook the M—'s ui! 
uſt like two billiard-balls his eyes 'gan roll, 
iſt anger all his royal HEART poſleſt, a 
That, ſwelling, wildly bump'd againſt his bra, 
Bounc'd at his ribs with all its ſo ſtout,” 5 
dorm olutely bent on jumping out, 4. 27 
with all its pow ra, the dire diſgrace, 1 . 
And ſpit in the offenders face. gue N 
Thus, a dumpling, to its cell con d 29240 
(A very apt allufion to my mind) 
Lies ſnug, until the water waxeth 3 
Then buſtles midſt the tempeſt 
Tha vain * — + 


ſweating, rolls below 


4 1 1 throne!” Gen 
(Lifting to pitying — n his piteous eyes), 

{6 Thou brighteſt G——ge's Royal Houſe, 

% Look there, an —＋ me if that's not a LOUSE !” 
The . down, and then enclaim d, 6 Good | 

« 4 3 1 

And with a ſmile the dappled STRANGER fa: F474 
Each, N ceſs ſtrain d her lovely neck to ſee,” 
And, with another ſmile, exclaim'd, « Good me 1» 
„ Ola! Good me! is that all you can wy 1 
(Our gracious M ch cricd, with huge di 3 

„ What? har » fly vacant mile take place © 

your Mi and children's face, 

hilſt that vile Lovse (ſoon, ſoon to be ET 1) 

Fi +a 
6c 


Dad, as if tax'd with hell's moſt deadly "5 
The Q>— and P——fles drew in their chins, 


Look d prim, and gave each exclamation o'er, 
2 very . ard ſake never more,” 


OT 1 2 105 


1 2 J 

tex M4103! the beauteous beaſt vi Britam i, 
peal were thoſe peerleſs Lis ſobbid to mile ? g 

12 ! that the foul of ſimple nature moves 

Form'd by the bounteous hands of alithg Loves *- 

L1ys oF DELIGHT! unſtain'd by Satir £1060 99 7 

Lies? | that I never Ki/3'd—and* ne ver Nl. * 3:8 


N Aench trembling, Page, a mute s A moß wich 
pious Mc cried, „ Is this your LOUSE ! 
„Ah! Sire, replied each page, with. pig- Uke while, 
* Aa't pleaſe your M, it is not mize,” . 
Nor thine?” the haſty Monarch cried agaiu, 
4 What? what? what? what ? , who * 
« devil's, then?“ | 


— 


Now, at this ſad event nl 49 cf 
22 MS could — _ mouthful more 
His u ious ſtomach >" +l 
Stuck moſt — to the beef and pudding; 

For GERMANS are.a very hearty or 
Whether begot in no- sr ES, Or à COURT, : 
Who bear {which ſhews their hearts are not of A) 
The ills of others better than hei- uit. = 


Grim Tzzxox ſeiz d the ſouls of al the * 
Of different ſizes, and of different age 
Fright'ned about their penſions or their bones, 
They on each other gap'd, like Jacob's ſons? | 


MM... Gs De, — | 
he growling Mech plate and vermin 2; 
% Watch, watch that blackguard animal,” he eries, 
20 That ſoon or late, to glut my vengeance, die!? 
„% Watch, like a car, that vile marauding LOUSE, 

« Or Ger ſhall play the devil in the houſe. 

« Some stur whiſpers, that to cooks I owe 

„The precious visi rox that crawls below ; - 
„ Yes, yes! the whi/p'ring 8exnIT tells me true, 
And ſoon, ſoon vengeance ſhall their locks purſue. 
© Cooks, ſcourers, ſcullions too, with tails | 
6% Shall loſe their coxcomb curls, and wear a wig.” 
Thus roar'd the K—6—not Hercules ſo big; 
And all the palace echo d“ wear a wis!” 


Y 2 FA 


— 
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N ke an ügue, ſtruek tlie pale nosd cook - 
aſh'd'the beef 2 ven ſon from their looks; 

Whit from each cheek Oro Por withdrew his EY 
And Piry dec o'er each me nad , N 

But Jo! the Ken cook-wajor comes! bis ere 
Fierce as the redd' ning flame that ro, and FL | 
His cheeks like 5 ich High paffiqn g low in . 
Or like a fat Doron Trumpeter 8 when e 
A neat white aFRoON his huge corps embrac'd, 1 
Tied by two comely ſtrings about his waiſt: 
An ArRORNH! that he purchas'd with his riches, * 
To guard from hoſtilè greaſe his velvet breeches ' 
An ayxon! that in Monmouth-ftreet high — 
Ott to the wings, with fact Ager time ne Bea 


4 Ye ſons of Sippe nes. on yo U were ee 2 

In ſounds of deep: ton'd thunder cried the « Dok), 

„By this white APRON, that no more cart, We * 
«Fo join the piece in Mr. Tx&tE's Thop,; 1 

That oft nach held the beſt of palace meat, n % 

« And from this orchead wi pd the briny ſweat; 17 

1 ſwear this EAD diſdains to lofe its löcks, 8 

% And * dg nat, tell them they are BOOK: 

« Whoſe 18 „ my cooks,. ſuch vile diſgrace 524 het + 

« Will it de. Bale, or yours," or you, or yours? >A 

« Ten thquſand crawlers in that BEAD be batch'd, + 

« For ever itching, but be never /eratch'd. 

« Then may the charming perquiſite of greaſt, 

„The mammon of your F ne er e 

„ Gzzase! that ſo ö — you coin, 

« From VEALz/- PORK, MUTTON, and the "GREAT: $18? 

„ yorw;": 57 TIM 

« , brothers of the ſpit, be firm is rocke— LO! 

« Lo! to wxING on earth 1 vield theſe locks. 5. 

« Few are my hairs bebind, by age endeard!!— 

6 But,'feav'or yy 7 walt — be _ 4. ad 


% Sooner ſhall Madam Sclwellenberg *, % the. Jade, 
„ Yield up her 0 rite Penny trade, THT 


164. trip» 557 


* Migre n of the woe her .. , NN 
& Give 


@ 2 
* 
nA; 


az 
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« Give up her ſacred Majeſty's old Gowns, 
% Cars, PETTICOATS, and APRONS, without PROWN' : 
« Skz! who for ever ſtudies MI1$CH 
4% Who ſoon will be as r 
« To get the liberty of loc | 
«a 5 every barmleſs cook and an fhav' do 
% She, if by chance a Burrisz SERVANT MAID, | 
4« By ſome inũnuating tongue betray'd, 
„ Induc'd the fair fo — -durr pe 3 
6 _ — ſomewhat 3 — 
« Kants, wears, turns * to » 
* Grac'd with the pretty names of b ch and ., 
*« To range a proſtitute upon the town, 
« Or, if the weeping wretch think better, drown : 
But if a GunMan $PIDER-BRUSHER fails, 
+ Whoſe ag grows ſharper, and whoſe Hape tells tales, 
« Huſb'd is CONSE Ig Q— 2 SHE, good 

41 

me, 

„ Both club their wits, to hide the growing ſhame; - 
1% To wed her, get ſome fool -I mean ſome wife man; 
Then dub the prudent cuckold an exc;/emas : 
„ SEE]! who hath got more inſolence and 
« God mend her heart! than half the world beſide : 
« SEI who, of guttling fond, ſtuffs down more meat, 
« Heav*n help her ſtomach ! than ten men can ear! 
„% Ten men! aye, more than ten, the hungry nas ! 
„% Why, 3 ! . the woMan's ſtomach's like a zac ; 
1 Sur ' who will fwell the uproar of the houſe, 
4% And tell the K dama'd li * the LOUSE; 
When probably that louſe (a vile old trull!) 
Was born and nouriſh'd in her own grey ſcull. 


« Sooner the room ſhall buxom Nanxy * quit, 
„% Where oft ſhe charms her maſter with her wit 
Tells tales of ev*ry body, ev*ry thing, 
« From honeſt courtiers, to the thieves who fuving—- 
« Waits on the S——n while he reads +" tel 
« And wiſely winds up $STATE-AFFAIRS or WATCHES? 


„ Buxom Nanny—a female ſervant of the palace, who cn 
Rteuds the Kg when he on the diſpatches» 


Y3 « Sooney 
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ct Sooner the 8 (may Heaven his ae * 
8 4661 mend) cn 
te Shall quit his bottle, miſtreſs, cmd his friend— 1 
Laugh at the 3 on Miszwy's languid 7 
% And hear her voice without a gu: 
4 Break, for the wealth of AAL As, his facred 2 hy 
% And let the world write coward-on his ſword : 
« Sooner ſhall ham from fowl and turkey part l (6. * 
„And srurrixe leave a calf's or bullock's heart! 
$* Sooner ſhall toaſted cheeſe take leave of muftard ! -» 
And from the codlin-tart-be torn the cuſtard ; : 
* Sooner theſe hands the glorious haunch ſhall * 28 
4 And all our melted butter turn to oil: 
Sooner our pious K—5, with pious face, * . 
s Sit down to dinner without ſaying grace ; 
„nd ev'ry night ſalvation-pray'rs put forth, | 
4 For: and, Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North: 2 


& Sooner ſhall faſhion order frogs and ſnails; - 

„ And diſh-clouts'ſtick eternal to our tails. 4 us 
Let G — ex view MINISTERS with „dy Looks, 

66 Abuſe * em, hick em but revere his cobks 1 | 


© What, loſe- our locks!” (replied the roaſting 
a CREW) 
80 'To barbers yield nd if we do! 
% Be-fhav'd, hike fore: Fn Doss one daily meets, 
« Naked and blue, and ſhivering in the ſtreets ? 
* And from the palace be afGam'd to range, 
- « For fear the world ſhould think we had the mange; 3 
% By taunting boys made m"_ of our lives, 
% Broad grinning wh—es, Ry wives!“ 


1% Rouze, op POSITION!“ (roar'd a | Hoſp cooks, 
With hands a-#:mbo, and bubonic look) * 
« *Tis sHE alone our noble curls can kee 
% Without HER, MINISTERS would fall . 1 
« Tis sux who makes great men our Foxzs, Prr rt, 
4 And ſharpens, whetſtone-like, the naTION's WII s': 
« Knocks off your knaves and fools, however great, 
% And, broom-like, {ſweeps the copwEess of the STATE : 
In caſks, like ſulphur, that expels bad air, 

2 And makes, like * foul weather AL 


( 247 Þ | 
« Acts like a gun, tliat, fir'd at gather'd ſoot, 
4 Preſerves the chimney, and the houſe to boot: | 
« Or, like a ſchoolboy's wary, that keeps up Tors4 - 
« The ſinking realm, by FLAGE ÞLATION, props. ©. 
« Our M-——ch muſt not be indulg'd e far: 


« Beſides, I love a little hit of wa... 

« Whether to crop our curls he boaſts a right, 

4% Or not, I do not care the louſe's bite -- 

„ 'But then, 0 forre- t NO] No force, by Heawnk 

«© COOKS ! ,-YEOMEN'! ,SCOURERS !. We will net 
e „ be drin. Sins: i NH 11 

&© Try but to foro 4 re again bin au 7 int 

4% Behold ! the fardy GENTLENAN fande fit!!! 15 

« Or, p'rhaps (his-pow'r to let the driver know), 

« Gallops the very road he ſhould not go 

No force for me l- the FrENCH, the fawning dogs, 

«© E' en let them loſe their freedom, and eat frog 

« Damme! T hate each pale ſoup-meagre thief.— 

« Give me my darling LIBERTY and EET. “ 


* 
12 * — 4 ” 


He ſpoke—and from his jaws'a lump he flid, 
And, ſwearing, mauful flung to earth his pd. 
The ſwelling PRIDE forbade his tongue to reſt, 
Whilſt wild emotions labour'd in his breaſt—.. : 
Now ſounds confus'd his AER made him utter, 
And, when he thought on /bawving, curſes ſputter. 
Such is the ſound (the ſimile's not weak) 
Form'd by what mortals/BUBBLE* call, and $QUEAK; 
When 'midſt the FR NNG- Ax, in accents ſavage,” 
The BEEF, //o furly, quarrels with the cABBACOGE. 


44 Be ſhav'd, a 8evLLION loud began to bellow, 
Loud as a PARISH-BULL, or poor OTHELLO, ' 
Plac'd by that rogwe ILAGO upon thorns 
With all the horrors of a pair of noxxs : 


- 


i + TY 4- #3 > fas : 


. * The modeſt Author of the Loysz ap muſbdo himſelf the juſtice 
to declare here, that bis fimile of the Bubble and Squeak is vaſtly 
more natural and more ſublime than Homer's black pudding on a 
gridiron, illuſtrating the motions and ex:ations of his hero Urysszs. 
2 ll 0 #2300414 e. | Vide Op yssEZ T. 
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Loud as ch' ExciszMAN , ſtruggling for his life, 
And panting in a moſt inglorious ſtrife, | 


When on his face the 8 5 Princeſs ſprung, by 
| And, cat-like clawing, to his viſage clung. 


« Be ſhav'd like pips,” rejoin'd the ſcullion's mate, 
His diſhclout ſhaking, and his vor- crown'd 7412 
| « What BaxBEr dares it, Jet him watch his noss, 
| 4 And, curſe me! dread the rage of theſe ten toes,” 
80 ſaying, with an oath to roi/e one's hair, 
He kick*d, with threat'ning foot, the yielding air— 
Thus have I ſeen an ASS (baptiz'd a Jen) * 
Grac'd by a CHIMNEY-sWEEPER on his back, 
| Prance, and fling his heels with liberality, - 
| In imitation of à yonst of qQuALiTy. 
| „ Be ſhav'd ?“ an underſtrapper TuxNBROCKE cried, 
| In all the foaming energy of pri 8 
| « Zounds ! let ws take his „ in hand — 
„The K — fhall find he lives at ew command: 
| 
| 
| 
L 


= * A 


« Yes, let him know, with all his wond*rous ſtate, 
„His teeth and ſtomach on owr wills ſhall wait: 
% We rule the platters, zwe command the ſpit, p 
« And G-——E ſhall have his 2% when ne think fit; 
« Stay till owrfekves ſhall condeſcend to eat, BY 
« And then, if wwe tbink proper, have his ment. 
Thus, having fed on ven'ſon rather coarſe, _ 
A COLT, or CROCODILE, or DISK. OF HORSE, 

he TazTar quits his ſmoaky hut with ſcorn, 

unds to the kingdoms of the world his horn; 
And, treating MONARCHS like his flaves er fwine, 
Informs them they have liberty to dine. 
« Heav'ns!”* (cried a YEOMAN, with much 

grac'd)— 

In books, as well as meat, a man of te, 


learning 


This affair happened a few years fince—An exciſema? ſeizing 
ſome ſmuggled goods belonging to a princeſs, a relation of the 
Great Frederic, her n16xnwxss fell upon the poor Ret de Cave, and 
almoſt ſcratched his eyes out- the exciſeman made a forma! com- 
plaint to the King, begging to be relieved from the diſgrace.— Ihe 
gallant Monarch returned for anſwer, that he gave up the duties 
to his couſin, the Princeſs, but could not conceive how the hand 


of 2 fair lady could diſbenour the face of an enciſeman. 


Whe 
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6k 
Who read with veſt applauſę the daily REWS,... 4 5 8. 
And kept a cloſe acquaintange-with.the dweH z 17 
Conundrum, rebus, mmade—acro ie, riddle,,. 10% % Ba i 
And ſung his dying, {annets fo his fiddle, 
When Love, with,cruel dart, the murd' ring nir, 3 
His heart had ſpitted, like a piece of BEE „ 5-1, in 
« Are theſe (he ſaid) of x1ncs the whims and jokes? * 
« Then KiNGs can be as mad as common full... 
% DA NaTuxk, when a ynIN Es head. ſhe PAR 4 


« No more concern about the ig takes, ! 1 .* 
« 'Th n of the de of a bugs ot bat's, . n 
« A flea's, a graſhopper's, a cur's, 4 Cat's! 70 8 
« As careleſs as the Ax Is T, trunks deſigning, es '2 


4 About the trifling circumſtance of LiNixG z 
«© Whethen of Cumberland. hg uſe. the the, plays, i 4 | | 
« Miſs Burney's novels og Mas Seward Ke „ 
Or ſacxæd dramas. oc iii Huna d More, 50 E 
« Where all the MN EA wath little Moss, ſner e? 
Or good Sapisk Pin bas r Odes, or Wharton's fick,» 5 
„Or Horace Walpole's sdgubts. upon King-Dick, +4 
„Who furious drives, at times, his old. gooſe-quill, 50, 
© On Sparig (Bender ent th? Aae je 
„ Whet er he doom the ROJ AL SPEECH i@.clings., * 
Or hoſe of Lords and Commons to the- Kinga 
„Where oustbegs money, andtbe of᷑̃᷑ũen „ 
“ So eaſy, freely, friendly,..complaifant, . 1 . A 
As if the caſl were really all heir our, | 4 
„Jo purchaſe knick-knacks * that diſgrace a 3 TE 
« Ah, me] did, people know whad ing things. -. 
10 „ Compoſe thoſe idols of the earth, call'd | AT; 2. 

* Thoſe counterparts of that important fallouũm 
6 « The children's worder—S1GNoRk PUNCHINGLEO: "4 
« Who ſtruts upon the ſtage his hour away z NA 
6 His ouſſide, gold —his infide,-rags and hay; -4 
% No more as Gopys vicegerents would they ſhine, /. | 
Nor make the world cut throats for RIGHT DIVINE, - 

7.24 " &© * 4% A157 27 eln N 


* The Civil Lit, we are nelle to think, feels Ader 
from toys=—Fot an ln kancc, we will appeal to 4 Cumming: $ non». 
diſcripe of a timb=piect at the Veen' $ Houſe, which, coft nearly 
two thouſand pounds. — The Tame artiſt i is ſo allowed 200l. per 
aun gin to keep the lauble in repiir,” © | , | 

« Thoſe 


* 


E 2 
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** "Thoſe Lenses of catth t dinner we have feen, © 
Sunk, by the meecreſt trifles, with the ſpleen - 
Oft, for an il|-dreſs'd egg, bave heard them groan, - 
And ſeen them quarrel for a mutton-bone : 
At falt or vinegar with paſſion fume, 
And kick dogs, chairs, and pages, round the room . 


Alas! how often have we heard them grunt, 
« Whene'er the ruſhing rain bath ſpoil'd a uur! 
Their ſanguine wiſhes croſs d, their ſpirits clogg'd, 
„Mere gs e homeward they have 
R 60 2 1 ox. _ FRET 
| ; BN | 
Poor imps! the ſport (with all their pride and 
« pow'r | n 7 
2 eh diuretic ſtrem— a now's! 
5 we, ACToRs in the farce,” porcevves — | 
But dit the A ant world wi neter delleve - | " 
Who fancy s to all the virtues born: © 
# % Neer by the vulgar ſtorms of Assi torn : 
|| But bleſt with ſouls ſo calm! like ſummer ſeas, 
| That ſmile to Heav'n, unruſſied by a breeze: 
| „Who think that es on wiſdom always feds, - © 
1 ſentencen, like Bacon's brazen uE ;ß 
1 * r from their lips the vilef nonſenſe fall. 
XT Yet think ſome ngavenLy S rHrr diftates all; = 
1. Conceive their bodies of coeleſtial cla: 
1 And, though all ailment, /acred from deray ; 
** To nods and ſmiles their gaping homage bring, 
1 And thank their Gop their eyes have ſeen a KING 
1 % Lord in the circle, when our Ko AL MaSTER | | 
% Pours out his words as faſt as hail, or faſter, r,, 
3} & To country /quires, and wives of country "ſquires 1 : | 
| „Like fuck pigs ſtaring, how each Oat adnivers / 
3 « Lo! ev'ry ſyllable becomes a GEN! „ 
« And if, Ge the M ch cough, or hem, 


This is a picture of the la reign, as well as the yur- 
ENT. The pathons of George the Second were of the moſt im- 
_ kind—his hat and his favourite miniſter, Sir Robert 

alpole, were too frequently the foot-balls of his ill-humour— 
nay, poor Queen Caroline came in for a ſhare of his foot bene- 
volence—but he was a prince of virtue Abi plura nitent, nen ge 


pancis endar maculit. 7 | 
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« Seiz'd with the ſymptoms of a deep ſurpriſe; | 


. 


„Their joints with rev'rence-trembie, aud their eyes pc 
% Roll wonder firſt ; then, ſhrinking back with fear, 
Would Lide behind the drains, Were any Here. 
„Ho taken is this ide wont by h, e 
„Bix rk, RIEREs, are the BAALs towhom'webow ; 
„ Freferring (ev'n with ſoul as black at fbot 77) 
„ A ROGUE on horſeback,/ to a saπαπ on V 1 
„See FRANCE, ſee PorTUGAL, SICILIA, SPAIN, _ 
% And mark the diert of each pespor's brain; 
«© Whoſe tongues ſhould never treat with taunts a roof 
„Who prove that nothing is too mean to rule. 
„ What could the PRIN R, high tow'ring like a ſtreple, 
« Without the Majesry of Us, the Bors? 
“Go, like the King of Babylon, to graſs,” © 
Or wander, like a beggar, with a see 719% 
„However modern KING6s may cooks defpiſe, © 
« WaxrkloORS and KINGS were cooks, or HEST/ RY Ties; 
„% PAaTROCLUS broil'd Seals, to quell his hunger: 
„% The MIGHTY AGAMEMNON potted cod ER 
And Charles of Sweden, midſt his guns and drums, 
«© Spread his own bread and butter with his thumbs. 
Be /ſhav'd /—No!—ſooner piltries, jails, the tecks,, 
Shall pinch this corps, than BAR pers fnatch my locks.» 


| | STE” ©: | 
„Well haſt thou faid,” a scow'uEA bold rejoind—, 

© Damme! I love the man who ſpeaks his mind.. 
Then in his arms the erat he took | 
And ſwore he was an angel of a cook, 
A while he held him with a Corniſh hug - | 
Then ſeiz'd, with glorious graſp, à peauter , - 
| Whoſe ample womb nor cyder held,” nor ale 

| But nectar, fit for Jovx, and brew'd by TuzaLs.:-. 
5 A health to cooks. (he cried, and wav'd the pot), 
And he who ſighs for T1 TLES, is a %% 4 
« Let dukes and lords the world in wealth ſurpaſs—. 


— — 
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«© Yet many a Lion's ſkin conceals an aſe. ih 

Lo! this is one, amongſt my golden rules | 

« To think the greateft men the preateft fools >: 1 _ 

«+ The.GREAT are judges of an opera-fogg— --- 
; And fly a Briton's ſor an eunuch tongue; 


Can ſtarve their families to hear BABI Kiss 
| © Gaunt PACCHIAROTIS, fat-rump'd ſquab RAUn] NIS 3 
| 2 „ Ths 
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uus jdly ſquand'ringeor a fqes! their riches— 


To aint with rapture at thoſe cats in breeches. 
Accept this truth from me, my lads—the man 
hea Who, firſt found out a sir, or FRYING=PAN,. 
© Did ten times more towards the pUBLzc coop, 
Than all the/tewwdry TITLES ſince the flood: 
« TITLEs ! that xixes may grant to AssESs, MULES, 
« The ſcorn of saeEs, and the boaſt of rFoors.” 


He ended All che cooks exclaim d., Divine 
8 Fo whiſper'd one another, 'twas damm d fine“ 
hus ſpoke the scow'xER, Rke a MAN igſpir d, | 
' Whoſe ſpeech the nE Es of the kitchen fir'd : 
Broms, maſter feow'rers,. ſtullions, feullions mates, 
With all the ever/cers of knives and plates, 
Felt their brave fouls, like frifty cyder, work, 
Whizzing in oppoſition to the cork - 
' Farth's ce: appear'd ignoble things, 
And. cookz of greater conſequence than KinGs ; 
Such is the pow of words, where Tz UTH-unites, 
And fuch the rage that injar'd wor TH excites ! 
he scow'rER's ſpeech, indeed, with reaſon bleſt, 
Hiflam'd with god-like ardour all the reſt: 


Thus, if a BARN Heav'n's vengeful lightning draw, | 


The flame ætherial ſtrikes the kindling ſtraw : 
Poors, rafters, beams, owls, weazels, mi:e, and rats, 
And (if unfortunately mouſing) cats; 8 
All feel the wide devouring fire in turn, 
And, mingling in one conflagration, burn. 


„ Soxs of the sprT,” the major cried again, 

« Your noble ſpeeches prove you bleſt with brarr ;. 
- « Brain! that Dame Natme gives not ev'ry head, 

«++ But fills the vaſt vacuity with lead !— _ 
Vet ere for oppoſtion we prepare, CE 6 
« And fight the glorious cauſe of beads FEE 
„ Methinks 'twould be but decent to petition, 
« And tell the K—6, with firmne/s, our conNDITION 7 
„ Soon as our /ad complaint he hears us utter, 
His gracious-heart may melt away like butter; | 
% Fair MERCY ſhine amidſt our gloomy houſe, 
And anger'd M——»y forget the LOUSE.”* 

ö END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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